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M     R.  GAY. 

RURAL        SPORTS. 
A         GEORGIC. 


INSCRIBED     TO     MR.     POPE,     1713*. 


'*  —  Sccuri  prselia  ruris 
Pandimus."  Nemesian. 

C       A     ,N      T      O         I. 

'T/'OU,  who  the  fweets  of  rural  life  have  known, 

-*-      Defpife  th'  ungrateful  hurrj^  of  the  town ; 
In  Windfor  groves  your  eafy  hours  employ. 
And,  undiilurb'd,  yourfelf  and  Mufe  enjoy. 

*    This   poem   received   many  material  corrections   from  the 
Author  alter  it  was  tirft  publi(hed. 
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Thames  liftens  to  thy  flrains,  and  filent  flows,  5 

And  no  rude  wind  through  ruftling  ofiers  blows  ; 
While  all  his  wondering  nymphs  around  thee  throng, 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  fong. 

But  I,  who  ne'er  was  bleil  by  Fortune's  hand, 
Nor  brighten'd  ploughfhares  in  paternal  land,  lO 

Long  in  the  noify  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Refpir'd  its  fmoke,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd ; 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind. 
And  fchemes  of  ftate  involve  th*  uneafy  mind  ; 
Faction  embroils  the  world;  and  every  tongue  15 

Is  mov'd  by  flattery,  or  with  fcandal  hung  : 
Friendfliip,  for  fylvan  fliades,  the  palace  flies, 
"Where  all  mufl  yield  to  interefli's  dearer  ties  : 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  burns, 
And  Honefly  forfakes  them  all  by  turns  ;  20 

While  calumny  upon  each  party's  thrown. 
Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  difown. 
Fatigu'd  at  lafl:,  a  calm  retreat  1  chofe. 
And  footh'd  my  harafs'd  mind  with  fweet  repofe, 
Where  fields  and  fliades,  and  the  refrefliing  clime,     25 
Infpire  the  fylvan  fong,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
My  Mufe  fliall  rove  through  flowery  meads  and  plains, 
And  deck  with  Rural  Sports  her  native  fl:rains  ', 
And  the  fame  road  ambitioufly  purfuc. 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  fwain  and  you.  30 

'Tis  not  that  rural  fports  alone  invite, 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight  ; 
Here  blooming  Health  exerts  her  gentle  reign, 
And  fl;rings  the  finews  of  th'  induilrious  fwain. 
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Soon  as  the  morning  lark  falutes  the  day,  35 

Through  dewy  fields  I  take  my  frequent  way, 
Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  frefli  Spring  in  all  her  ftate  is  crown'd, 
And  high  luxuriant  grafs  o'erfpreads  the  ground,      40 
Tlie  labourer  with  a  bending  fcythe  is  feen. 
Shaving  the  furface  of  the  waving  green  ; 
Of  all  her  native  pride  difrobes  the  land, 
And  meads  lays  waile  before  his  fweeping  hand  ; 
While  with  the  mounting  fun  the  meadow  glows,        45 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loofely  throws  : 
But,  if  fome  fiu'n  portend  a  lalling  Ihower, 
Th'  experienc'd  fwain  forefees  the  coming  hour  ; 
His  fun-burnt  hands  the  fcattering  fork  forfake. 
And  ruddy  damfels  ply  the  faving  rake  ;  50 

In  rifing  hills  the  fragrant  harveft  grows. 
And  fpreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows. 

Now  when  the  height  of  heaven  bright  Phoebus  gains. 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirily  plains, 
When  heifers  feek  the  iliade  and  cooling  lake,  55 

And  in  the  middle  path-way  bafl<s  the  fniike ; 
O  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  fultry  hours. 
Hide  me,  ye  foreds,  In  your  clofeil  bowers, 
AVhere  the  tall  oak  his  fpreading  arms  entwines, 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  fhade  combines ;  60 

"Where  flows  the  murmuring  brook,  inviting  dreams. 
Where  bordering  hazle  overhangs  the  ftreams, 
Whofe  rolling  current,  winding  round  and  round, 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  wood  refound ; 

B  3  Upon 
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Upon  the  mofly  couch  my  limbs  1  caft,  6^ 

And  e'en  at  noon  the  fweets  of  evening  tafte. 

Here  I  perufe  the  Mantuan's  Georgic  ftrains, 
And  learn  the  labours  of  ItaHan  fwains  ^ 
In  every  page  I  fee  new  landfcapes  rife, 
And  all  Hefperia  opens  to  my  eyes ;  70 

I  wander  o'er  the  various  rural  toil, 
And  know  the  nature  of  each  different  foil : 
This  waving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  corn, 
That  fpreading  trees  with  blufhing  fruit  adorn : 
Here  I  furvey  the  purple  vintage  grow,  75 

Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rife  in  graceful  row : 
Now  I  behold  the  Heed  curvet  and  bound, 
And  paw  with  relllefs  hoof  the  fmoking  ground  : 
The  dewlap'd  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plain, 
While  burning  love  ferments  in  every  vein  ;  80 

His  weli-arm'd  front  againll  his  rival  aims. 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  miftrefs  claims : 
The  careful  infe6l  'midil:  his  works  I  view, 
Now  from  the  flowers  exhauft  the  fragrant  dew ; 
With  golden  treafures  load  his  little  thighs,  8  C 

And  fleer  his  diflant  journey  through  the  fides ; 
Some  againll  hoflile  drones  the  hive  defend, 
Others  with  fweets  the  waxen  cells  diflend  ; 
Each  in  the  toil  his  deflin'd  office  bears, 
And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  foul  appears.  90 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  tadc  of  day, 
And  trudging  homeward  whiflles  on  the  way ; 
When  the  big-udder'd  cows  with  patience  fland. 
Waiting  the  ftroakings  of  the  damfePs  hand  j 

No 
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No  warbling  cheers  the  woods ;  the  feather'd  choir,    95 
To  court  kind  {lumbers,  to  the  fprays  retire ; 
When  no  rude  gale  difturbs  the  fleeping  trees, 
Nor  afpen  leaves  confefs  the  gentleft  breeze  ; 
Engag'd  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  flray, 
To  take  my  farewel  of  the  parting  day ;  ICO 

Far  in  the  deep  the  fun  his  glory  hides, 
A  ftreak  of  gold  the  fea  and  fl<y  divides  : 
The  purple  clouds  their  amber  linings  fhow. 
And  edg'd  with  flame  rolls  every  wave  below : 
Here  penfive  I  behold  the  fading  light,  105 

And  o'er  the  diftant  billow  lofe  my  fight. 

Now  Night  in  filent  ftate  begins  to  rife, 
And  twinkhng  orbs  beftrow  th'  uncloudy  fliies  ; 
Her  bon-ow'd  luftre  growing  Cynthia  lends, 
And  on  the  main  a  glittering  path  extends ;  no 

Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  fpacious  air. 
Which  round  their  funs  their  annual  circles  lleer ; 
Sweet  contemplation  elevates  my  fenfe. 
While  I  furvey  the  works  of  Providence. 
O  could  the  Mufe  in  loftier  ilrains  rehearfe  1 15 

The  glorious  Author  of  the  univerfe. 
Who  reins  the  winds,  gives  the  vaft  ocean  bounds, 
And  circumfcribes  the  floating  worlds  their  rounds; 
My  foul  fliould  overflow  in  fongs  of  praife, 
And  my  Creator's  name  infpire  my  lays  !  120 

As  in  fuccefTive  courfe  the  feafons  roll. 
So  circling  pleafures  recreate  the  foul. 
When  genial  Spring  a  living  warmth  bellows. 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 

B  4  No 
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No  fwelling  inundation  hides  the  grounds,  125" 

But  cryilal  currents  ghde  within  their  bounds  ; 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forfake, 
rioat  in  the  fun,  and  Mm  along  the  lake ; 
With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  ihallow  ftreams, 
Their  filver  coats  refled  the  dazzHng  beams.  13© 

Now  let  the  fidierman  his  toils  prepare, 
And  arm  himfelf  with  every  watery  fnare  ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  perufe  with  careful  eye, 
Increafe  his  tackle,  and  his  rod  re-tye. 

When  floating  clouds  their  fpongy  fleeces  drain,    1 3^ 
TroubHng  the  ftreams  with  fwift-defcending  rain ; 
And  waters  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  fide. 
Bear  the  loofe  foil  into  the  fwelling  tide  ; 
Then  foon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rife, 
And  drive  the  liquid  burthen  through  the  flcies,      1 40 
The  iiflier  to  the  neighbouring  current  fpeeds, 
Whofe  rapid  furface  purls  unknown  to  weeds  : 
Upon  a  riling  border  of  the  brook 
He  fits  him  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook  ; 
Now  expe&ation  cheers  his  eager  thought,  145 

His  bofom  glows  with  treafures  yet  uncaught. 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  feems  to  ftand. 
Where  eveiy  guell  applauds  his  flcilful  hand. 

Far  up  the  ftream  the  twifted  hair  he  throws, 
W^hich  down  the  murmuring  current  gently  flows ;    150 
When,  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  fway 
Direfts  the  roving  trout  this  fatal  way. 
He  greedily  fucks  in  the  twining  bait, 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat ; 

Now^ 
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Now,  happy  fiflierman,  now  twitch  the  h'nc  !  155- 

How  thy  rod  bends  !   behold,  the  prize  is  thine  ! 
Caft  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gafping  pains. 
And  trickh'ng  blood  his  iilver  mail  dirtains. 

You  muft  not  every  worm  promifcuous  ufe. 
Judgment  will  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choofe:  160 

The  worm  that  draws  a  long  immoderate  fize, 
The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morfel  flies  ; 
And,  if  too  fmall,  the  naked  fraud's  in  fight, 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  invite. 
Thofe  baits  will  beft  reward  the  fifher's  pains,         1 6^ 
Whofe  polifh'd  tails  a  (hining  yellow  ftains  : 
Cleanfe  them  from  hlth,  to  give  a  tempting  glofs, 
Cherifli  the  fully'd  reptile  race  with  mofs ; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toil. 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  foil.  1 73 

But  when  the  fun  difplays  his  glorious  beams, 
And  fhallow  rivers  flow  with  filver  ftreams, 
Then  the  deceit  the  fcaly  breed  furvey. 
Balk  in  the  fun,  and  look  into  the  day  : 
You  now  a  more  delufive  art  mufl:  try,  I  -j^ 

And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
Let  nature  guide  thee  ;  fometimes  golden  wire 
The  fliining  bellies  of  the  fly  require  ;  1 80 

The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  muft  not  fail. 
Nor  the  dear  purchafe  of  the  fable's  tail. 
Each  gaudy  bird  fome  flender  tribute  brings. 
And  lends  the  growing  infecl  proper  wings : 

Silks 
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Silks  of  all  colours  mull  their  aid  impart,  185 

And  every  fur  promote  the  fifher's  art. 

So  the  gay  lady,  with  expenfive  care 

Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  fea,  and  air  : 

Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  difplays, 

Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  eafy  hearts  betrays.  1 90 

Mark  well  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 
How  the  fucceeding  infeft  race  appear  ; 
In  this  revolving  moon  one  colour  reigns, 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  difdains. 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  ilcilful  angler  try  195 

The  various  colours  of  the  treacherous  fly ; 
When  he  with  fruitlefs  pain  hath  flcimm'd  the  brook. 
And  the  coy  fifh  rejefts  the  flcipping  hook. 
He  fhakes  the  boughs  that  on  the  margin  grow, 
Which  o'er  the  ftream  a  waving  foreil  throw;         200 
When,  if  an  infedl  fall  (his  certain  guide). 
He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whirling  tide  ; 
Examines  well  his  form  with  curious  eyes, 
His  gaudy  veft,  his  wings,  his  horns,  and  fize, 
Then  round  his  hook  the  chofen  fur  he  winds,        205 
And  on  the  back  a  fpeckled  feather  binds ; 
So  jull  the  colours  (hine  through  every  part. 
That  Nature  feems  again  to  live  in  Art. 
Let  not  thy  wary  ftep  advance  too  near, 
While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  fmgle  hair ;  210 

The  new-form'd  infeft  on  the  water  moves. 
The  fpeckled  trout  the  curious  fnare  approves ; 
Upon  the  curling  furface  let  it  glide. 
With  natural  motion  from  thy  hand  fupply'd, 

Againll 
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Againft  the  ftrcam  now  gently  let  it  play,  215 

Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away. 

The  fcaly  ilioals  float  by,  and,  feiz'd  with  fear, 

Behold  their  fellows  toll  in  thinner  air ; 

But  foon  they  leap,  and  catch  the  fvvimming  bait, 

Plunge  on  the  hook,  and  fliare  an  equal  fate.  220 

When  a  brifl<:  gale  againft  the  current  blows, 
And  all  the  watery  plain  in  wrinkles  flows, 
Then  let  the  fifherman  his  art  repeat. 
Where  bubbling  eddies  favour  the  deceit. 
If  an  enormous  falmon  chance  to  fpy  225 

The  wanton  errors  of  the  floating  fly. 
He  lifts  his  filver  gills  above  the  flood. 
And  greedily  fucks  in  th'  unfaithful  food  ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey. 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  fpoil  away  :  230 

Soon  in  fmart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  miftake, 
Lafhes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake  ; 
With  fudden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears. 
And  in  his  eye  convulfive  anguifli  bears  ; 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound,  235 

He  rolls  and  wreathes  his  fliining  body  round ; 
Then  headlong  flioots  beneath  the  dafliing  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide. 
N^ow  hope  exalts  the  fiflier's  beating  heart, 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  art ;  240 

He  views  the  tumbling  fifli  with  longing  eyes. 
While  the  line  ftretches  with  th'  unwieldy  prize  ; 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  Heady  hands. 
And  one  flight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands  : 

Till, 
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Till,  tir'd  at  laft,  defpoiPd  of  all  his  flrength,  245 

The  game  athwart  the  flream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  with  pleafure,  views  the  gafping  prize 
Gnafli  his  fliarp  teeth,  and  roll  his  blood-fhot  eyes ; 
Then  draws  him  to  the  fhore,  with  artful  care, 
And  lifts  his  noftrils  in  the  fickening  air  :  250 

Upon  the  burthen'd  ftream  he  floating  lies. 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins,  and  gafping  dies. 

Would  you  preferve  a  numerous  finny  race  ; 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chafe 
(Th'  amphibious  monfter  ranges  all  the  fliores,        2^^ 
Darts  through  the  waves,  and  every  haunt  explores)  : 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  fteps  betray. 
And  fave  from  hoftile  jaws  the  fcaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
O'erlook  the  muddy  ftream,  whofe  tangling  weeds  260 
Perplex  the  fiiher  ;  I  nor  choofe  to  bear 
The  thievifh  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  fpear ; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds,  the  golden  cai-p  to  take. 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  difpeoplers  of  the  lake  ; 
Around  the  fteel  no  tortur'd  worm  (hall  twine,       265 
No  blood  of  living  infedl  ftain  my  line. 
Let  me,  lefs  cruel,  caft  the  feather'd  hook 
With  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  m.argin  llray, 
And  with  the  fur- wrought  fly  delude  the  prey.       270 
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"l^T  O  W,  fporting  Mufe,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins, 

-^        I^eave  the  clear  ftreams  awhile  for  funny  plains. 

Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearfe, 

And  all  the  fifherman  adorn  thy  verfe  ; 

Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  difplay,  275 

And  in  its  fpacious  arch  inclofe  the  fea  ; 

Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land, 

And  with  the  foal  and  turbot  hide  the  fand  ; 

It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long, 

And  tire  the  reader  with  the  water)'-  fong.  280 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chace  refrain, 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  labour  vain, 
"When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn, 
And  clothes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  corn. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  tafli  repair,  285 

Hafte  !  fave  the  product  of  the  bounteous  year  : 
To  the  wide -gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield, 
And  rifing  flieaves  extend  through  all  the  field. 

Yet,  if  for  fylvan  fports  thy  bofom  glow. 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe.  290 

With  what  delight  the  rapid  courfe  I  view  ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  purfue  ! 
He  fnaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws  ; 
The  fubtle  hare  darts  fvvlft  beneath  his  paws ; 

She 
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She  flies,  he  ftretches,  now  with  nimble  bound        295 
Eager  he  preffes  on,  but  overfhoots  his  ground  ; 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  foon  regains  the  way. 
Then  tears  with  gory  mouth  the  fcreaming  prey. 
What  various  fport  does  rural  hfe  afford  ! 
What  unbought  dainties  heap  the  wholefome  board !  300 

Nor  lefs  the  fpaniel,  flcilful  to  betray, 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey. 
Soon  as  the  labouring  horfe,  with  fwelling  veins, 
Hath  fafely  hous'd  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains. 
To  fweet  repaft  th'  unwary  partridge  flies,  305 

With  joy  amid  the  fcatter'd  harvefl:  Hes  ; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets. 
Nor  dreads  the  flavery  of  entangling  nets. 
The  fubtle  dog  fcours  with  fagacious  nofe 
Along  the  field,  and  fnuffs  each  breeze  that  blows  ;  3 10 
Againll  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way, 
While  the  flirong  gale  directs  him  to  the  prey ; 
Now  the  warm  fcent  affures  the  covey  near, 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  with  fear ; 
Then  (left  fome  fentry-fowl  the  fraud  defcry,  31J; 

And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
Clofe  to  the  ground  in  expeftation  lies. 
Till  in  the  fnare  the  fluttering  covey  rife. 
Soon  as  the  blufhing  light  begins  to  fpread. 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  head,  320 
His  early  flight  th'  ill-fated  partridge  takes. 
And  quits  the  friendly  flicker  of  the  brakes. 
Or,  when  the  fun  cafts  a  declining  ray. 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  wefliern  way, 

6  Let 
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Let  your  obfcquioiis  ranger  fearch  around,  325 

Where  yellow  ftubble  withers  on  the  ground  : 

Nor  will  the  roving  fpy  direft  in  vain, 

But  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 

When  the  meridian  fun  contrads  the  fhade, 

And  frifking  heifers  feek  the  cooling  glade  ;  33a 

Or  when  the  country  floats  with  fudden  rains, 

Or  driving  mifts  deface  the  moiften'd  plains  ; 

In  vain  his  toils  th'  unfl^ilful  fowler  tries, 

While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 

Nor  mud  the  fporting  verfe  the  gun  forbear,       335 
But  what's  the  Fowler's  be  the  Mufes'  care. 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way  : 
The  fcent  grows  warm ;  he  flops;  he  fprings  the  prey  ; 
The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  fliubble  rife, 
And  on  fwift  wing  divide  the  founding  flvies ;         340 
The  fcattering  lead  purfues  the  certain  fight. 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  their  flight. 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  Winter's  hand 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  o'er  the  land ; 
Now  to  the  copfe  thy  leffer  fpaniel  take,  345 

Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  the  brake ; 
Not  clofefl:  coverts  can  protedl  the  game  : 
Hark  I  the  dog  opens ;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
The  woodcock  flutters  :  how  he  wavering  flies  ! 
The  wood  refounds  :  he  wheels,  he  drops,  he  dies.  350 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  fmg, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  his  foaring  wing  : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  furvey, 
And  lofty  numbers  paint  their  airy  fray. 

Nor 
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Nor  fliall  the  "mounting  lark  the  Mufe  detain,  355 

That  greets  the  morning  with  his  early  llrain  ; 
When,  'midll  his  fong,  the  twinkling  glafs  betrays 
While  from  each  angle  flafh  the  glancing  rays. 
And  in  the  fun  the  tranfient  colours  blaze. 
Pride  lures  the  little  warbler  from  the  flvies  :  360 

The  light-enamour'd  bird  deluded  dies. 

But  ftill  the  chace,  a  pleafing  taflc,  remains  ; 
The  hound  mufl  open  in  thefe  rural  ftrains. 
Soon  as  Aurora  drives  away  the  night. 
And  edges  eaftern  clouds  with  rofy  light,  365 

The  healthy  huntfman,  with  the  cheerful  horn, 
Summons  the  dogs,  and  greets  the  dappled  morn  ; 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven'd  hounds, 
They  rouze  from  fleep,  and  anfwer  founds  for  founds  ; 
Wide  through  the  furzy  field  their  rout  they  take,  370 
Their  bleeding  bofoms  force  the  thorny  brake  : 
The  flying  game  their  fmoking  noilrils  trace, 
No  bounding  hedge  obftrufts  their  eager  pace ; 
The  diftant  mountains  echo  from  afar. 
And  hanging  woods  refound  the  flying  war  :  375 

The  tuneful  noife  the  fprightly  courfer  hears. 
Paws  the  green  turf,  and  pricks  his  trembHng  ears  ; 
The  flacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  fpeed. 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  flieed ; 
Hills,  dales,  and  forells,  far  behind  remain,  380 

While  the  warm  fcent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth'd  train. 
Where  fliall  the  trembling  hare  a  flicker  find  ? 
Hark  !  death  advances  in  each  gufl:  of  wind ! 

New 
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New  ftratagems  and  doubling  wiles  fhe  tries, 
^ow  circling  turns,  and  now  at  large  flie  flies  ;        3H5 
Till,  fpent  at  lall,  flie  pants,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
Then  lays  her  down,  and  waits  devouring  death. 

But  flay,  adventurous  Mufe  !  haft  thou  the  force 
To  wind  the  twilled  horn,  to  guide  the  horfe  ? 
To  keep  thy  feat  unmov'd,  hail  thou  the  fl<il],         390 
O'er  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Canft  thou  the  flag's  laborious  chace  dire6l. 
Or  the  flrong  fox  through  all  his  arts  detedl  ? 
The  theme  demands  a  more  experienc'd  lay  : 
Ye  mighty  hunters  !  fpare  this  weak  effay.  395 

O  happy  plains,  remote  from  wars  alarms. 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hoflile  arms  ! 
And  happy  fliepherds,  wlio,  fecure  from  fear, 
On  open  downs  preferve  your  fleecy  care  ! 
Whofe  fpacious  barns  groan  with  increafmg  florc,  400 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  ! 
No  barbarous  foldier,  bent  on  cruel  fpoil. 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  your  fertile  foil ; 
No  trampling  fleed  lays  waile  the  ripen'd  grain. 
Nor  crackling  fires  devour  the  promis'd  gain  :         405" 
No  flaming  beacons  call  their  blaze  afar. 
The  dreadful  fignal  of  invafive  war  : 
No  trumpet's  clangor  wounds  the  mother's  ear, 
And  calls  the  lover  from  his  fwooning  fair. 
.    What  happinefs  the  rural  maid  attends,  410 

In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  flie  fpends  ! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  fent, 
And,  rich  In  poverty,  enjoys  content. 
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(Such  happinefs,  and  fiich  unblemlfli'd  fame, 

Ne'er  glad  the  bofom  of  the  courtly  dame)  :  415' 

She  never  feels  the  fpleen's  imagined  pains, 

Nor  melancholy  ftagnates  in  her  veins  ; 

She  never  lofes  life  in  thoughtlefs  eafe, 

Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  difeafe  ; 

Her  home-fpun  drefs  in  fnnple  neatnefs  lies,  42O 

And  for  no  glaring  equipage  flie  fighs : 

Her  reputation,  vv^hich  is  all  her  boall:, 

In  a  malicious  vifit  ne'er  was  loft  ; 

No  midnight  mafquerade  her  beauty  wears. 

And  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repairs.    425 

If  love's  foft  pafiion  in  her  bofom  reign. 

An  equal  paiTion  warms  her  happy  fwain  ; 

No  homebred  jars  her  quiet  Hate  control. 

Nor  watchful  jealoufy  torments  her  foul ; 

With  fecret  joy  flie  fees  her  httle  race  430 

Hang  on  her  breall,  and  her  fmall  cottage  grace  ; 

The  fleecy  ball  their  bufy  fingers  cull, 

Or  from  the  fpindle  draw  the  lengthening  wool : 

Thus  flow  her  hours  with  conilant  peace  of  mind. 

Till  age  the  lateil  thread  of  life  unwind.  435 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noife  and  fl:rlfe, 
The  kind  rewarders  of  induilrious  life  ; 
Ye  fliady  woods,  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove, 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  Mufe  and  Love ; 
Ye  murmuring  ftreams  that  in  meanders  roll,  440 

The  fweet  compofers  of  the  penfive  foul ; 
Farewel ! — The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers  : 
Farcwel,  amufing  thoughts  and  peaceful  hours  ! 
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T  SING  that  graceful  toy,  whofe  waving  play 

-*-  With  gentle  gales  relieves  the  fultry  day  ; 

Not  the  wide  fan  by  Perfian  dames  difplay'd, 

Which  o'er  their  beauty  calls  a  grateful  fhade ; 

Nor  that  long  known  in  China's  artful  land,  5 

Which,  while  it  cools  the  face,  fatigues  the  hand  : 

Nor  fliall  the  Mufe  in  Afian  chmates  rove, 

To  feek  in  Indoftan  fome  fpicy  grove. 

Where,  ftretch'd  at  eafe,  the  panting  lady  lies, 

To  fhun  the  fervor  of  meridian  flcies,  10 

While  fweating  flaves  catch  every  breeze  of  air, 

And  with  wide-fpreading  fans  refreih  the  fair  ; 

No  bufy  gnats  her  pleafmg  dreams  moleft. 

Inflame  her  cheek,  or  ravage  o'er  her  bread  ; 

But  artificial  zephyrs  round  her  fly,  15 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  fl<y. 

Nor  fhall  Bermudas  long  the  Mufe  detain, 
Whofe  fragrant  forefts  bloom  in  Waller's  drain. 
Where  breathing  fweets  from  every  field  afcend. 
And  the  wild  woods  with  golden  apples  bend.  20 

Yet  let  me  in  fome  odorous  fliade  repofe, 
Whilft:  in  my  verfe  the  fair  palmetto  grows  : 
Like  the  tall  pine  it  (hoots  its  llately  head  ; 
From  the  broad  top  depending  branches  fpread ; 
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No  knotty  limbs  the  taper  body  bears  ;  25 

Hung  on  each  bough  a  fingle  leaf  appears, 
Which,  fhrivePd'in  its  infancy,  remains 
Like  a  clos'd  fan,  nor  ftretches  wide  its  veins, 
But,  as  the  feafons  in  their  circle  run. 
Opes  its  ribb'd  furface  to  the  nearer  fun  :  30 

Beneath  this  ihade  the  weary  peafant  lies. 
Plucks  the  broad  leaf,  and  bids  the  breezes  rife. 

Stay,  wandering  Mufe !  nor  rove  in  foreign  climes ; 
To  thy  own  native  fhore  conjEine  thy  rhymes. 
Affift,  ye  Nine,  your  loftieft  notes  employ  ;  35 

Say  what  celeftial  ilcill  contrived  the  toy  ; 
Say  how  this  inilrument  of  Love  began, 
And  in  immortal  firains  difplay  the  Fan. 

Strephon  had  long  confefs'd  his  amorous  pain, 
Which  gay  Corinna  rallied  with  difdain  :  4a 

Sometimes  in  broken  words  he  figh'd  his  care, 
Look'd  pale,  and  trembled  when  he  view'd  the  fair; 
With  bolder  freedoms  now  the  youth  advanc'd. 
He  drefs'd,  he  laughM,  he  fung,  he  rhym'd,  he  danc'd  ;- 
Now  call'd  more  powerful  prefents  to  his  aid,  45 

And,  to  feduce  the  miftrefs,  brib'd  the  maid  ; 
Smooth  flattery  in  her  fofter  hours  apply'd. 
The  fureft  charm  to  bend  the  force  of  pride  : 
But  ftill  unmov'd  remains  the  fcornful  dame, 
Infults  her  captive,  and  derides  his  flame.  50 

When  Strephon  faw  his  vows  difpers'd  in  air. 
He  fought  in  folitude  to  lofe  his  care  ; 
Rehef  in  fohtude  he  fought  in  vain, 
It  ferv'd,  like  mufick,  but  to  feed  his  pain. 

T(* 
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To  Venus  now  the  flighted  boy  complains,  ^^ 

And  calls  the  Goddefs  in  thefe  tender  ftrains  : 

O  potent  Queen  !  from  Neptune's  empire  fprung, 
Whofe  glorious  birth  admiring  Nereids  fung, 
Who  'mldft  the  fragrant  plains  of  Cyprus  rove, 
Whofe  radiant  prefence  gilds  the  Paphian  grove,      60 
Where  to  thy  name  a  thoufand  altars  rife, 
And  curling  clouds  of  incenfe  hide  the  flcies  : 
O  beauteous  Goddefs  !  teach  me  hov/  to  move, 
Infpire  my  tongue  with  eloquence  of  love  ! 
If  loll  Adonis  e'er  thy  bofom  warm'd,  6^ 

If  e'er  his  eyes  or  godlike  figure  charm'd, 
Think  on  thofe  hours  when  firil  you  felt  the  dart, 
Think  on  the  reftlefs  fever  of  thy  heart ; 
Think  how  you  pine  in  abfence  of  the  fwain  : 
By  thofe  uneafy  minutes  know  my  pain.  70 

Ev'n  while  Cydippe  to  Diana  bows, 
And  at  her  fhrine  renews  her  virgin  vows. 
The  lover,  taught  by  thee,  her  pride  o'crcame  ; 
She  reads  his  oaths,  and  feels  an  equal  flame. 
Oh,  may  my  flame,  like  thine,  Acontius,  prove  !      75 
May  Venus  dictate,  and  reward  my  love  ! 
When  crowds  of  fuitors  Atalanta  try'd. 
She  wealth  and  beauty,  wit  and  fame  defy'd  ; 
Each  daring  lover  with  adventurous  pace 
Purfued  his  wifhes  in  the  dangerous  race  ;  83 

Like  the  fwlft  hind,  the  bounding  damfel  flies, 
Strains  to  the  goal,  the  dillanc'd  lover  dies. 
Hippomenes,  O  Venus  !   was  thy  care, 
You  taught  the  fwain  to  ilay  the  flying  fair  ; 
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Thy  golden  prefent  caught  the  virgin's  eyes  ;  S^ 

She  {loops  ;   he  ruflies  on,  and  gains  the  prize. 

Say,  Cyprian  Deity,  what  gift,  what  art. 

Shall  humble  into  love  Corinna's  heart  ? 

If  only  fome  bright  toy  can  charm  her  fight, 

Teach  me  what  prefent  may  fufpend  her  flight.         90 

Thus  the  defponding  youth  his  flame  declares  : 

The  Goddefs  with  a  nod  his  pafTion  hears. 

Far  in  Cythera  fl:ands  a  fpacious  grove, 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  the  God  of  Love  : 
Here  the  luxuriant  myrtle  rears  her  head,  9^ 

Like  the  tall  oak  the  fragrant  branches  fpread ; 
Here  Nature  all  her  fweets  profufely  pours. 
And  paints  th'  enamel'd  ground  with  various  flowers ; 
Deep  in  the  gloomy  glade  a  grotto  bends, 
Wide  through  the  craggy  rock  an  arch  extends,      1 00 
The  rugged  flone  is  cloth'd  with  mantling  vines. 
And  round  the  cave  the  creeping  woodbine  twines. 

Here  bufy  Cupids,  with  pernicious  art. 
Form  the  fliiff  bow,  and  forge  the  fatal  dart ; 
All  fhare  the  toil ;  while  fome  the  bellows  ply,        1 05 
Others  with  feathers  teach  the  fliafts  to  fly : 
Some  with  joint  force  whirl  round  the  fliony  wheel. 
Where  fl:ream.s  the  fparkling  fire  from  temper 'd  fceel; 
Some  point  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  Mil, 
And  with  the  warlike  ftore  their  quivers  fill.  no 

A  difl'erent  toil  another  forge  employs  : 
Here  the  loud  hammer  fafliions  female  toys ; 
Hence  is  the  fair  with  ornament  fupply'd ; 
Hence  fpring  the  glittering  implements  of  pride  ;   r 

Each 
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Each  trinket  that  adorns  the  modern  dame  1 15 

Firfl:  to  thcfe  little  artifts  ow'd  its  frame  : 

Here  an  unfinifh'd  diamond  crofslet  lay, 

To  which  foft  lovers  adoration  pay  ; 

There  was  the  polifh'd  cr)'ilal  bottle  feen, 

That  with  quick  fcents  revives  the  modifh  fpleen  ;      1 20 

Here  the  yet  rude  unjointed  fnuff-box  lies, 

Which  ferves  the  rally 'd  fop  for  fmart  replies ; 

There  piles  of  paper  rofe  in  gilded  reams. 

The  future  records  of  the  lover's  flames  ; 

Here  clouded  canes  'midft  heaps  of  toys  are  found,   1 25 

And  inlaid  tweezer-cafes  ftrow  the  ground  ; 

There  flands  the  toilette,  nurfery  of  charms, 

Completely  furnifh'd  with  bright  Beauty's  arms  ; 

The  patch,  the  powder-box,  pulville,  perfumes. 

Pins,  paint,  a  flattering  glafs,  and  black-lead  combs.  1 30 

The  toilfome  hours  in  different  labour  flide. 
Some  work  the  file,  and  fome  the  graver  guide  ; 
From  the  loud  anvil  the  quick  blow  rebounds. 
And  their  raised  arms  defcend  in  tuneful  founds. 
Thus  when  Semiramis,  in  ancient  days,  135 

Bade  Babylon  her  mighty  bulwarks  raife, 
A  fwarm  of  labourers  different  taiks  attend  : 
Here  puUies  make  the  ponderous  oak  afcend ; 
With  echoing  ftrokes  the  craggy  quarry  groans, 
While  there  the  chiflTel  forms  the  ftiapelefs  Hones  ;  140 
The  weighty  mallet  deals  refounding  blows. 
Till  the  proud  battlements  her  towers  enclofe. 

Now  Venus  mounts  her  car,  (he  fliakes  the  reins. 
And  fleers  her  turtles  to  Cythcra's  plains ; 

Strait 
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Strait  to  the  grott  with  graceful  ftep  fhe  goes,         145 

Her  loofe  ambrofial  hair  behind  her  flows  : 

The  fwelling  bellows  heave  for  breath  no  more  ; 

All  drop  their  filent  hammers  on  the  floor  ; 

In  deep  fufpenfe  the  mighty  labour  fl;ands  ; 

While  thus  the  Goddefsfpoke  her  mild  commands  :  150 

Indullrious  Loves  !   your  prefent  toils  forbear  ; 
A  more  important  taflc  demands  your  care  : 
Long  has  the  fcheme  employed  my  thoughtful  mind, 
By  judgment  ripen'd,  and  by  time  refin'd. 
That  glorious  bird  have  ye  not  often  feen,  I55 

Who  draws  the  car  of  the  celelHal  Queen  ? 
Have  ye  not  oft'  furvey'd  his  varying  dyes. 
His  tail  all  gilded  o'er  with  Argus'  eyes  ? 
Have  ye  not  feen  him  in  a  funny  day 
Unfurl  his  plumes,  and  all  his  pride  difplay  ;  160 

Then  fuddenly  contraft  his  dazzling  train, 
And  with  long-traihng  feathers  fweep  the  plain  ? 
Learn  from  this  hint,  let  this  infl:ru6l  your  art ; 
Thin  taper  flicks  mull  from  one  centre  part : 
Let  thcfe  into  the  quadrant's  form  divide,  165 

The  fpreading  ribs  with  fnowy  paper  hide  ; 
Here  fliall  the  pencil  bid  its  colours  flow. 
And  make  a  miniature  creation  grow. 
Let  the  machine  in  equal  foldings  clofe. 
And  now  its  plaited  furface  wide  difpofe.  1 70 

So  fliall  the  fair  her  idle  hand  employ. 
And  grace  each  motion  with  the  rcfl:lefs  toy  ; 
With  various  play  bid  grateful  zephyrs  rife, 
While  Love  in  every  grateful  zephyr  flics. 

The 
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Tlie  mafter  Cupid  traces  out  the  lines,  ly^ 

And  with  judicious  hand  the  draugl\t  defigns  : 
Til'  expecting  Loves  with  joy  the  model  view. 
And  the  joint  labour  eagerly  purfue. 
Some  flit  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  art. 
And  into  flicks  convert  the  fhiver'd  dart  ;  180 

The  breathing  bellows  wake  the  fleeping  fire, 
Blow  off  the  cinders,  and  the  fparks  afpire  ; 
Their  arrow's  point  they  foften  in  the  flame. 
And  founding  hammers  break  its  barbed  frame  : 
Of  this  the  little  pin  they  neatly  mold,  185 

From  whence  their  arms  the  fpreading  fl;icks  unfold  ; 
In  equal  plaits  they  now  the  paper  bend. 
And  at  jufl:  difl:ance  the  wide  ribs  extend  ; 
Then  on  the  frame  they  mount  the  limber  flvreen, 
And  finifli  infl:antly  the  new  machine.  19O 

The  Goddefs,  pleas'd,  the  curious  work  receives. 
Remounts  her  chariot,  and  the  grotto  leaves  ; 
With  the  light  Fan  flie  moves  the  yielding  air, 
And  gales  till  then  unknown  play  round  the  fair. 

Unhappy  lovers,  how  will  ye  witliHand,  1 95; 

When  thefe  new  arms  fliall  grace  your  charmer's  hand  ? 
In  ancient  times,  when  maids  in^  thought  were  pure. 
When  eyes  were  artlefs,  and  the  look  demure ; 
When  the  wide  ruff  the  vrell-turn'd  neck  inclos'd, 
And  heaving  breafts  within  the  flays  repos'd  j         2CO 
When  the  clofe  hood  conceal'd  the  modefl;  ear, 
Ere  black-lead  combs  difown'd  the  \irgin's  hair  ; 
Then  in  the  muff  unaclive  fingers  lay, 
Nor  taught  the  Fan  in  fickle  forms  to  play. 

6  How 
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How  are  the  fex  improv'd  in  amorous  arts !  205 

What  new-found  fnares  they  bait  for  human  hearts  ! 

When  kindling  war  the  ravaged  globe  ran  o'er, 
And  fatten'd  thirfty  plains  with  human  gore. 
At  firft,  the  brandifli'd  arm  the  javehn  threw, 
Or  fent  wing'd  arrows  from  the  twanging  yew  ;       210 
In  the  bright  air  the  dreadful  faulchion  fhone. 
Or  whiftling  flings  difmifs'd  th'  uncertain  ftone. 
Now  men  thofe  lefs  deilruftive  arms  defpife ; 
Wide-wafteful  death  from  thundering  cannon  flies  : 
One  hour  with  more  battalions  ftrows  the  plain,      215 
Than  were  of  yore  in  weekly  battles  flain. 
So  Love  with  fatal  airs  the  nymph  fupplies, 
Her  drefs  difpofes,  and  directs  her  eyes. 
The  bofom  now  its  panting  beauties  fhows  ; 
Th'  experienc'd  eye  refiftlefs  glances  throws  ;  220 

Now  vary'd  patches  wander  o*er  the  face. 
And  ftrike  each  gazer  with  a  borrow'd  grace  ; 
The  fickle  head-drefs  finks,  and  now  afpires 
A  towery  front  of  lace  on  branching  wires ; 
The  curling  hair  in  tortur'd  ringlets  flows,  225 

Or  round  the  face  in  labour'd  order  grows. 

How  fliall  I  foar,  and  on  unweary  wing 
Trace  varying  habits  upward  to  their  fpring  ! 
What  force  of  thought,  what  numbers,  can  exprefs 
Th'  inconftant  equipage  of  female  drefs  !  230 

How  the  ftrait  fl:ays  the  flender  waift  conftrain, 
How  to  adjuft  the  manteau's  fweeping  train  ! 
What  fancy  can  the  petticoat  furround. 
With  the  capacious  hoop  of  whale-bone  bound ! 

But 
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But  ftay,  prefumptuous  Mufc  !   nor  boldly  dare  235 
The  toilette's  facred  mylleries  declare. 
Let  a  jufl  dillance  be  to  beauty  paid  ; 
None  here  muil  enter  but  the  trufty  maid. 
Should  you  the  wardrobe's  magazine  rehearfe. 
And  gloffy  manteaus  ruftle  in  thy  verfe  ;  240 

Should  you  the  rich  brocaded  fuit  unfold, 
Where  rifmg  flowers  grow  ftifF  with  frofted  gold  ; 
The  dazzled  Mufe  would  from  her  fubjed  ilray, 
And  in  a  maze  of  fafhions  lofe  her  way. 
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I^LYMPUS'  gates  unfold  ;  in  heaven's  high  towers 

^"^   Appear  in  council  all  th'  immortal  powers. 

Oreat  Jove  above  the  reft  exalted  fate, 

And  in  his  mind  revolv'd  fucceeding  fate  ; 

His  awful  eye  with  ray  fuperior  fhone ;  5 

The  thunder-grafping  eagle  guards  his  throne  ; 

On  filver  clouds  the  great  afiembly  laid. 

The  whole  creation  at  one  view  furvey'd. 

But  fee  !  fair  Veuus  comes  in  all  her  ftate ; 
The  wanton  Loves  and  Graces  round  her  v.ait ;         lo 
With  her  loofe  robe  officious  Zephyrs  play. 
And  ftrew  with  odoriferous  flowers  the  way  ; 
In  her  right  hand  fhe  waves  the  fluttering  Fan  ; 
And  thus  in  melting  founds  her  fpeech  began  : 

Afiembled  Powers  !  who  fickle  mortals  guide,       15 
Who  o'er  the  fea,  the  flcies,  and  earth,  prefide  ; 
Ye  fountains  !  whence  all  human  bleffings  flow, 
Who  pour  your  bounties  on  the  world  below  ; 
Bacchus  firft  rais'd  and  prun'd  the  climbing  vine. 
And  taught  the  grape  to  ftream  with  generous  wine  ;  20 
Induftrious  Ceres  tam'd  the  favage  ground, 
And  pregnant  fields  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd  ; 
riora  with  bloomy  fweets  enriched  the  year ; 
And  fruitful  Autumn  is  Pomona's  care. 

I  firft 
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I  fiill  taught  woman  to  fubdue  mankind,  2^ 

And  all  her  native  charms  with  drefs  refin'd  ; 

Celeftial  Synod  !   this  machine  fiirvey, 

That  (hades  the  face,  or  bids  cool  zephyrs  play  ; 

If  confcious  blufties  on  her  cheek  arife. 

With  this  file  veils  them  from  her  lover's  eyes  ;  30 

No  level'd  glance  betrays  her  amorous  heart, 

From  the  Fan's  ambufh  fhe  direds  the  dart. 

The  royal  fceptre  fhines  in  Juno's  hand, 

And  twilled  tliunder  fpeaks  great  Jove's  command  ; 

On  Pallas*  arm  the  Gorgon  fhield  appears,  35 

And  Neptune's  mighty  grafp  the  trident  bears  j 

Ceres  is  with  the  bending  fickle  feen, 

And  the  llrong  bow  points  out  the  Cynthian  Queen  ; 

Henceforth  the  waving  Fan  my  hands  fhall  grace, 

The  waving  Fan  fupply  the  fceptre's  place.  40 

Who  fiiall,  ye  Pov^-ers  !   the  forming  pencil  hold  ? 

What  ftory  (hall  the  wide  machine  unfold  ? 

Let  Loves  and  Graces  lead  the  dance  around. 

With  myrtle-wreaths  and  flowery  chaplets  crown'd ; 

Let  Cupid's  arrow  ftrow  the  fmiling  plains  45 

With  unrefiiling  nymphs  and  amorous  fwains  : 

May  glowing  piftures  o'er  the  furface  fhine, 

To  melt  flow  virgins  with  a  warm  defign  ! 

Diana^rofe^  with  filver  crefcent  crown'd. 
And  fix'd  her  modeft  eyes  upon  the  ground ;  53 

Then  with  becoming  mien  flie  rais'd  her  head, 
And  thus  with  graceful  voice  the  virgin  faid  : 

Has  woman  then  forgot  all  former  wiles, 
The  watchful  ogle,  and  deluiive  fmilcs? 

Does 
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^oes  man  againft  her  charms  too  powerful  prove  ?    55 

Or  are  the  fex  grown  novices  in  love  ? 

Why  then  thefe  arms  ?  or  why  ihould  artful  eyes, 

From  this  flight  ambufh,  conquer  by  furprife  ? 

No  guilty  thought  the  fpotlefs  virgin  knows, 

'<And  o'er  her  cheek  no  confcious  crimfon  glows.        60 

Since  blufhes  then  from  fliame  alone  arife, 

Why  fhould  we  veil  them  from  her  lover's  eyes  ? 

Let  Cupid  rather  give  up  his  command. 

And  truft  his  arrows  in  a  female  hand. 

Have  not  tlie  Gods  already  cherifh'd  pride,  65 

And  woman  with  dellruftive  arms  fupply'd  ? 

Neptune  on  her  bellows  his  choicefl  ftores. 

For  her  the  chambers  of  the  deep  explores  ; 

The  gaping  ftell  its  pearly  charge  refigns. 

And  round  her  neck  the  lucid  bracelet  twines  :  70 

Plutus  for  her  bids  earth  its  wealth  unfold, 

Where  the  warm  ore  is  ripen'd  into  gold ; 

Or  where  the  ruby  reddens  in  the  foil, 

Where  the  green  emerald  pays  the  fearcher's  toil. 

Does  not  the  diamond  fparkle  in  her  ear,  75 

Glow  on  her  hand,  and  tremble  in  her  hair  ? 

From  the  gay  nymph  the  glancing  luilre  flies, 

And  imitates  the  hghtning  of  her  eyes. 

But  yet,  if  Venus'  wiflies  mufl:  fucceed, 

^nd  this  fantafl:ic  engine  be  decreed,  80 

May  fome  chafte  fliory  from  the  pencil  flow, 

To  fpeak  the  virgin's  joy,  and  Hymen's  woe  ! 

Here  let  the  wretched  Ariadne  Hand, 
Seduc'd  by  Thefcus  to  fome  defart  land, 

Her 
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Her  locks  diflievel'd  waving  in  the  wind,  S^ 

The  cryftal  tears  confefs  her  tortur'd  mind. 
The  perjur'd  youth  unfurls  his  treacherous  fails. 
And  their  white  bofoms  catch  the  fweUing  gales. 
Be  flill !  ye  winds,  fhe  cries  ;  flay,  Thefeus,  (lay  ! 
Jjut  faitlilcfs  Thefeus  hears  no  more  than  tliey.  93 

All  defperate,  to  fome  craggy  cliff  ihe  flies, 
And  fpreads  a  well-known  fignal  in  the  flcies  ; 
J-Iis  leflening  veflel  plows  the  foamy  main  ; 
She  fighs,  (he  calls,  ihc  waves  the  fign  in  vain. 

Paint  Dido  there  amidil  her  lail  diilrefs,  95 

Pale  cheeks  and  blood-fliot  eyes  her  grief  exprefs  : 
Deep  in  her  breail  the  reeking  fword  is  drownM  ; 
And  gulhing  blood  flreams  purple  from  the  wound  ; 
Her  filter  Anna  hovering  o'er  her  Hands, 
Accufes  Heaven  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands,  1 09 

Upbraids  the  Trojan  with  repeated  cries, 
And  mixes  curfes  with  her  broken  fighs. 
View  this,  ye  maids  ;  and  then  each  fwain  believe : 
They're  Trojans  all,  and  vow  but  to  deceive. 

Here  draw  Oenone  in  the  lonely  grove,  1 05 

Where  Paris  firft  betray'd  her  into  love : 
Let  wither'd  garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 
Which  the  falfe  youth  wove  for  Oenone's  brow  ; 
The  garlands  lofe  their  fweets,  their  pride  is  (hcd, 
And  like  their  odours  all  his  vows  are  fled.  1 13 

On  her  fair  arm  her  penfive  head  flie  lays, 
And  Xanthus'  waves  with  mournful  look  furveys  ; 
That  flood  which  witnefs'd  his  inconilant  flame. 
When  thus  he  fwore,  and  won  the  yielding  danic  : 

Vol.  XXXVI.  D  **  Thefc 
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**  Thefe  flreams  Tiiall  fooner  to  their  fountain  move, 

*'  Than  I  forget  my  dear  Oenone's  love." 

Roll  back,  ye  ftreams  ;  back  to  your  fountain  run  ! 

Paris  is  falfe  ;  Oenone  is  undone. 

Ah,  wretched  maid  !  think  how  the  moments  flew, 

Ere  you  the  pangs  of  this  curft  paflion  knew,  1 20 

When  groves  could  pleafe,  and  when  you  lov'd  the  plain, 

Without  the  prefence  of  your  perjur'd  fwain. 

Thus  may  the  nymph,  whene'er  (he  fpreads  the  Fan, 
In  his  true  colours  view  perfidious  man  ; 
Pleas'd  with  her  virgin  Hate,  in  forefls  rove,  1 25 

And  never  trufl  the  dangerous  hopes  of  Love. 

The  Goddefs  ended  ;  merry  ]\''Iomus  rofe, 
With  fmiles  and  grins  he  waggifli  glances  throws ; 
Then  with  a  noify  laugh  foreftalls  his  joke, 
Mirth  fiaflies  from  his  eyes  while  thus  he  fpoke  :      130 

Rather  let  heavenly  deeds  be  painted  there, 
And  by  your  own  examples  teach  the  fair. 
L.et  chafte  Diana  on  the  piece  be  feen. 
And  the  bright  crefcent  own  the  Cynthian  Queen. 
On  Latmos'  top  fee  young  Endymion  lies,  135 

Feign'd  fleep  has  closed  the  bloomy  lover's  eyes  : 
See,  to  his  foft  embraces  how  fhe  fteals. 
And  on  his  lips  her  warm  carefFes  feals  ; 
No  more  her  hand  the  glittering  javelin  holds. 
But  round  his  neck  her  eager  arms  fhe  folds.  140 

Why  are  our  fecrets  by  our  blufhes  fhown  ? 
Virgins  are  virgins  ftill —  while  'tis  unknown. 
Here  let  her  on  fome  flowery  bank  be  laid, 
Where  meeting  beeches  weave  a  graceful  (hade  ; 

HCT 
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liter  naked  bofom  wanton  trefTes  grace,  145 

And  glowing  expedlation  paints  lier  face; 
O'er  her  fair  limbs  a  thin  loofc  veil  is  fpread, 
(Stand  off!  ye  (hepherds ;  fear  Aclccon's  head!) 
l.et  vigorous  Pan  th'  unguarded  minute  feize. 
And  in  a  rtiaggy  goat  tlie  virgin  pleafc.  13 O 

Why  are  our  fecrets  by  our  bluflics  fliown  ? 
Virgins  are  virgins  fiiil — while  'tis  unknown. 

There  with  juft  warmth  Aurora's  paflion  trace, 
I^et  fpreading  crimfon  ftain  her  virgin  face, 
^ee  Cephalus  her  wanton  airs  defpife,  1 55 

"While  fhe  provokes  him  with  defiring  eyes ; 
To  raife  his  paflions,  (he  difplays  her  charms. 
His  modeft  hand  upon  her  bofom  warms  : 
Nor  looks,  nor  prayers,  nor  force,  his  heart  perfuade  ; 
But  with  difdain  he'quits  the  rofy  maid.  160 

Here  let  diffolving  Leda  grace  the  toy, 
W^arm  cheeks  and  heaving  breads  reveal  her  joyj 
Beneath  the  prefling  fwan  flie  pants  for  air, 
While  with  his  fluttering  wings  he  fans  the  fair. 
There  let  all-conquering  gold  exert  its  power,  1 65 

And  foften  Danae  in  a  glittering  fhower. 

Would  you  warn  Beauty  not  to  cherifii  pride, 
Nor  vainly  in  the  treacherous  bloom  confide. 
On  the  machine  the  fage  Minerva  place, 
With  lineaments  of  wifdom  mark  her  face.  1 70 

See,  where  flie  lies  near  fome  tranfparent  flood. 
And  with  her  pipe  cheers  the  refounding  vrood : 
Her  image  in  the  floating  glafs  flie  fpies, 
Her  bloated  cheeks,  worn  lips,  and  flirivcl'd  eyes; 

D  2  She 
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She  breaks  the  guiltlefs  pipe,  and  with  difdain        1 75 

Its  fhatter'd  ruins  flings  upon  the  plain ; 

With  the  loud  reed  no  more  her  cheek  fhall  fwell, 

What !  fpoil  her  face !  No.  Warbhng  ftrains,  farewel. 

Shall  aits,  fhall  fciences,  employ  the  fair  ? 

Thofe  trifles  are  beneath  Minen'a's  care.  1 80 

From  Venus  let  her  learn  the  married  life. 

And  all  the  virtuous  duties  of  a  wife. 

Here  on  a  couch  extend  the  Cyprian  dame, 

.Let  her  eye  fparkle  with  the  glowing  flame  ; 

The  God  of  War  within  her  clinging  arms  I S^ 

Sinks  on  her  lips,  and  kindles  all  her  charms. 

Paint  limping  Vulcan  with  a  hufband's  care. 

And  let  his  brow  the  cuckold's  honours  wear ; 

Beneath  the  net  the  captive  lovers  place. 

Their  limbs  entangled  in  a  clofe  embrace.  19© 

Let  thefe  amours  adorn  the  new  machine, 

And  female  nature  on  the  piece  be  feen ; 

So  fliall  the  fair,  as  long  as  Fans  fliall  lafl:. 

Learn  from  your  bright  examples  to  be  chaflie.. 
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'T^  H  U  S  Momus  fpoke.  Wlien  fage  Minerva  rofc ; 
"■■     From  her  fweet  lips  fmooth  elocution  flows  ; 
Her  fl<ilful  hand  an  ivory  pallet  grac'd, 
Where  fliining  colours  were  in  order  plac'd. 
As  Gods  are  blefs'd  with  a  fuperlor  Ikill,  5 

And,  fvvift  as  mortal  thought,  perform  their  will; 
Straight  ihe  propofes,  by  her  art  divine, 
To  bid  the  paint  exprefs  her  great  dcfign. 
Th'  aflembled  powers  confent.     She  now  began, 
And  her  creating  pencil  ftain'd  the  Fan.  i© 

O'er  the  fair  field  trees  fpread,  and  rivers  flow. 
Towers  rear  their  heads,  and  diftant  mountains  grovr; 
Life  feems  to  move  within  the  glowing  veins. 
And  in  each  face  fome  lively  paffion  reigns. 
Thus  have  I  feen  woods,  hills,  and  dales  appear,       15 
Flocks  graze  the  plains,  birds  wing  the  iilent  air. 
In  darken'd  rooms,  where  light  can  only  pafs 
Through  the  fmall  circle  of  a  convex  glafs  ; 
On  the  white  fheet  the  moving  figures  rife. 
The  forell  w^ves,  clouds  float  along  the  iliies*  20 

She  various  fables  on  the  piece  defign'd. 
That  fpoke  the  follies  of  the  female  kind* 
The  fate  of  pride  in  Niobe  (lie  drew 
(Be  wife,  ye  nymphs,  that  fcornfal  vice  fubdue). 

D  3  la 
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In  a  wide  plain  th'  imperious  mother  ftood,  2^ 

Whofe  diftant  bounds  rofe  in  a  winding  wood  ; 

Upon  her  flioulder  flows  her  mantling  hair, 

Pride  marks  her  brow,  and  elevates  her  air ; 

A  purple  robe  behind  her  fweeps  the  ground, 

V/hofe  fpacious  border  golden  flowers  furround  ;       30 

She  made  Latona's  altars  ceafe  to  flame. 

And  of  due  honours  robb'd  her  facred  name ; 

To  her  own  charms  flie  bade  frefli  incenfe  rife. 

And  adoration  own  her  brighter  eyes. 

Seven  daughters  from  her  fruitful  loins  were  born,      3f^ 

Seven  graceful  fons  her  nuptial  bed  adorn, 

Who,  for  a  mother's  arrogant  difdain, 

"Were  by  Latona's  double  offspring  flain. 

Here  Phcebus  his  unerring  arrow  drew, 

And  fropi  his  rifing  fl:eed  her  firfl:-born  threw ;  40 

Kis  opening  fingers  drop  the  flacken'd  rein. 

And  the  pale  corfe  falls  headlong  to  the  plain. 

Beneath  her  pencil  here  two  wreflilers  bend. 

Sec,  to  the  grafp  their  fvvelKng  nerves  diHend ; 

Diana's  arrow  joins  them  face  to  face,  45 

And  death  unites  them  in  a  fl:ri(3:  embrace. 

Another  here  flies  trembling  o'er  the  plain 

(¥7hen  Heaven  purfues,  we  (hun  the  ttroke  In  vain): 

This  lifts  his  fupplicating  hands  and  eyes. 

And  'midfi:  his  hv  mble  adoration  dies.  50 

As  from  his  thigh  this  tears  the  barbed  dart, 

A  furer  weapon  flirikes  his  throbbing  heart : 

While  that  to  raife  his  wounded  brother  tries, 

Death  Mails  his  bloom,  and  locks  his  frozen  eyes. 

The 
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The  tender  fillers,  bath'd  in  grief,  appear  ^^ 

With  fable  garments  and  diftievcl'd  hair, 

And  o*er  their  gafping  brotliers  weeping  ftood  ; 

Some  with  their  trefies  ftopt  the  gufiiing  blood  ; 

They  ftrive  to  flay  the  fleeting  life  too  late, 

And  in  the  pious  a(ilion  fliare  their  fate.  60 

Now  the  proud  dame,  o'ercoijie  by  trembling  fear. 

With  her  wide  robe  protefts  her  only  care  ; 

To  fave  her  only  care  in  vain  fiie  tries, 

Clofe  at  her  feet  the  latell  vi6lim  dies. 

L)own  her  fair  cheek  the  trickling  forrow  flows,       6^ 

Like  dewy  fpangles  on  the  blufhing  rofe  ; 

Fixt  in  allonifliment  flie  weeping  ilood, 

1'he  plain  all  purple  with  her  children's  blood  ;   , 

She  ilifFens  with  iier  woes ;  no  more  her  hair 

In  eafy  ringlets  w^antons  in  the  air ;  70 

Motion  forfakes  her  eyes;  her  veins  are  drj-'d. 

And  beat  no  longer  with  the  fanguine  tide  ; 

All  life  is  fled ;  firm  marble  now  fhe  grows, 

Wliich  flill  in  tears  the  mother's  anguifli  fliows. 

Ye  haughty  fair,  your  painted  Fans  difplay,  75 

And  the  jufl  fate  of  lofty  pride  furvey. 
Though  lovers  oft  extol  your  beauty's  power,. 
And  in  celefl;ial  fimilies  adore  ; 
Though  from  your  features  Cupid  borrows  arms, 
And  GoddelTes  confefs  inferior  charms  ;  80 

Do  not,  vain  maid,  the  flattering  tale  believe. 
Alike  thy  lovers  and  thy  glafs  deceive. 

Here  lively  colours  Procris'  palTion  teU, 
Who  to  her  jealous  fears  a  vidlim  fell. 

D  4  Here 
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Here  kneels  the  trembling  hunter  o'er  his  wife,        85 

Who  rolls  her  lickening  eyes,  and  gafps  for  life ; 

Her  drooping  head  upon  her  fhoulder  lies. 

And  purple  gore  her  fnowy  bofom  dyes. 

What  guilt,  what  horror,  on  his  face  appears  ! 

See,  his  red  eye-lid  feems  to  fwell  with  tears  f  90 

With  agony  his  wringing  hands  he  ftrains, 

And  llrong  convulfions  ftretch  his  branching  veins. 

Learn  hence,  ye  wives  !  bid  vain  fufpicion  ceafe,- 
Lofe  not,  in  fullen  difcontent,  your  peace  : 
For,  when  fierce  love  to  jealoufy  ferments,  95 

A  thoufand  doubts  and  fears  the  foul  invents ; 
No  more  the  days  in  pleafmg  converfe  flow, 
And  nights  no  more  their  foft  endearments  know. 

There  on  the  piece  the  Volfcian  queen  expir'd, 
The  love  of  fpoils  her  female  bofom  fir'd.  100 

Gay  Chloreus^  arms  attraft  her  longing  eyes. 
And  for  the  painted  plume  and  helm  fhe  fighsj 
Fearlefs  fhe  follows,  bent  on  gaudy  prey. 
Till  an  ill-fated  dart  obllruds  her  way; 
Down  drops  the  martial  maid ;  the  bloody  ground      1 05 
Floats  with  a  torrent  from  the  purple  wound ; 
The  mournful  nymphs  her  drooping  head  fuftain. 
And  try  to  Hop  the  gufhing  life  in  vain. 

Thus  the  raw  maid  fome  tawdry  coat  furveys, 

Wliere  the  fop's  fancy  in  embroidery  plays  ;  110 

His  fnowy  feather,  edg'd  with  crimfon  dyes, 

And  his  bright  fword-knot,  lure  her  wandering  eyes ; 

Fring'd  gloves  and  gold  brocade  confpire  to  move, 

Till  the  nymph  falls  a  facrifice  to  love. 

Here 
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•    Here  young  Navciflus  o'er  the  fountain  flood,     1 15 
And  vievv'd  his  image  in  the  cryftal  flood ; 
The  cryftal  flood  reflefts  his  lovely  charms. 
And  the  pleas'd  image  ftrives  to  meet  his  arms. 
No  nymph  his  unexperienc'd  breaft  fubdued. 
Echo  in  vain  the  flying  boy  purfued,  12© 

Himfelf  aloue  the  foohfli  youth  admires, 
And  with  fond  look  the  fmiling  fliade  defires : 
O'er  the  fmooth  lake  with  fruitlefs  tears  he  grieves. 
His  fpreading  fingers  fhoot  in  verdant  leaves, 
Through  his  pale  veins  green  fap  now  gently  flows,   1 25 
And  in  a  fliort-liv'd  flower  his  beauty  blows. 

Let  vain  Narciflus  warn  each  female  breaft, 
That  beauty's  but  a  tranfient  good  at  beft. 
Like  flowers  it  withers  with  th'  advancing  year ; 
And  age,  hke  winter,  robs  the  blooming  fair.  130 

Oh,  Araminta!  ceafe  thy  wonted  pride, 
Nor  longer  in  thy  faithlefs  charms  confide  ; 
Ev'n  while  the  glafs  reflefts  thy  fparkling  eyes. 
Their  luftre  and  thy  rofy  colour  flies  ! 

Thus  on  the  Fan  the  breathing  figures  fiiine,      13^ 
And  all  the  powers  applaud  the  wife  defign. 

The  Cyprian  queen  the  painted  gift  receives. 
And  with  a  grateful  bow  the  fynod  leaves. 
To  the  low  world  flie  bends  her  fteepy  way. 
Where  Strephon  pafs'd  the  folitar)-  day.  140 

She  found  him  in  a  melancholy  grove. 
His  dov/n-caft  eyes  betray'd  defponding  love  ; 
The  wounded  bark  confefs'd  his  flighted  flame. 
And  every  tree  bore  falfe  Corinna's  name  : 

In 
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In  a  cool  fliade  he  lav  with  folded  arms,  145 

Curfes  his  fortune,  and  upbraids  her  charms  ; 
"When  Venus  to  his  wondering  eyes  appears. 
And  with  thefe  words  relieves  his  amorous  cares: 

Rife  !  happy  youth  ;  this  bright  machine  furvey, 
Whofe  ratthng  fticks  my  bufy  fingers  fway;  150 

This  prefent  ftiall  thy  cruel  charaier  move, 
And  in  her  fickle  bofom  kindle  love. 

The  Fan  fhall  flutter  in  all  female  hands, 
And  various  fashions  learn  from  various  lands. 
For  this  fliall  elephants  their  ivoiy  fhed ;  155 

And  polifh'd  flicks  the  waving  engine  fpread : 
His  clouded  mail  the  tortoife  fliall  refign, 
And  round  the  rivet  pearly  circles  fhine. 
On  this  fhall  Indians  all  their  art  employ. 
And  with  bright  colours  flain  the  gaudy  toy  ;  1 60 

Their  paint  fhall  here  in  wildeft  fancies  flow, 
Their  drefs,  their  cuftoms,  their  religion,  fliow: 
So  fhall  the  Britifh  fair  their  minds  improve. 
And  on  the  Fan  to  diftant  climates  rove. 
Here  China's  ladies  fhall  their  pride  difplay,  165 

And  filver  figures  gild  their  loofe  array; 
This  boafl:s  her  little  feet  and  winking  eyes ; 
That  tunes  the  fife,  or  tinkling  cymbal  plies  : 
Here  crofs-legg'd  nobles  in  rich  flate  fnall  dine ; 
There  in  bright  mail  diilorted  heroes  fliine.  1 7a 

The  peeping  Fan  in  modern  times  fliall  rife. 
Through  which  unfeen  the  female  ogle  flies; 
This  fhall  in  temples  the  fly  maid  ^nceal, 
And  flielter  love  beneath  devotion's  veil. 

6  G^r 
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Gay  France  fhall  make  the  Fan  her  artifl's  care,     17^ 

And  with  the  colHy  trinket  arm  the  fair. 

As  learned  orators,  that  touch  the  heart. 

With  various  action  raife  their  foothing  art. 

Both  head  and  hand  afTcA  the  liilening  throng, 

And  humour  each  expreflion  of  the  tongue  ;  i8» 

So  fliall  each  paflion  by  the  Fan  be  feen, 

From  noify  anger  to  the  fallen  fpleen. 

While  Venus  fpoke,  joy  fhone  in  Strephon's  eyes ; 
Proud  of  the  gift,  he  to  Corinna  flies : 
But  Cupid  (who  delights  in  amorous  ill,  185 

Wounds  hearts,  and  leaves  them  to  a  woman's  will) 
With  certain  aim  a  golden  arrow  drew. 
Which  to  Leander's  panting  bofom  flew. 
Leander  lov'd,  and  to  the  fprightly  dame 
In  gentle  fighs  reveal'd  his  growing  flame  :  190 

Sweet  fmiles  Corinna  to  his  fighs  returns, 
And  for  tiie  fop  in  equal  pafiion  burns. 

Lo,  Strephon  comes  !  and,  with  a  fuppliant  bow, 
Offers  the  prefent,  and  renews  his  vow. 

When  fhe  the  fate  of  Niobe  beheld,  Ipj 

Why  has  my  pride  againil  my  heart  rebell'd  ? 
She  fighing  cry'd.     Difdain  forfook  her  breafl:. 
And  Strephon  now  was  thought  a  v/orthy  guefl. 

In  Procris'  bofom  when  flie  faw  the  dart. 
She  juiUy  blames  her  own  fufpicious  heart ;  2CO 

Imputes  her  difcontent  to  jealous  fear, 
And  knows  her  Strephon's  conftancy  fincere. 

When  on  Camilla's  fate  her  eye  flie  turns, 
No  moi'c  for  (how  and  equipage  (he  burns : 

She 
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She  learns  Leander's  paffion  to  defpife,  205 

And  looks  on  merit  with  difcerning  eyes. 

NarciiTus'  change  to  the  vain  virgin  fhows. 
Who  trulls  to  beauty,  trufts  the  fading  rofe. 
Youth  flies  apace,  with  youth  your  beauty  flies ; 
liOve  then,  ye  virgins,  ere  the  bloflbm  dies.  210 

Thus  Pallas  taught  her.  Strephon  weds  the  dame  ; 
And  Hymen's  torch  diffus'd  the  brightefl:  flame. 
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HE         PROEM 


TO        THE 


COURTEOUS      READER. 


/'"^  R  E  A  T  marvel  hath  it  been  (and  that  not  iin- 

^^  wortliily)  to  diverfc  worthy  wits,  that  in  this  our 
ifland  of  Britain,  in  all  rare  fciences  fo  greatly  abound- 
ing, more  efpecialiy  in  all  kinds  of  Poefy  highly  flou- 
rifning,  no  Poet  (though  otherwife  of  notable  cunning 
in  roundelays)  hath  hit  on  the  right  fimple  Eclogue 
after  the  true  ancient  guife  of  Theocritus,  before  this 
mine  attempt. 

Other  Poet  travailing  in  this  plain  highway  of  Paf- 
toral  knov/  I  none.  Yet,  certes,  fuch  it  behoved  a 
Paftoral  to  be,  as  Nature  in  the  country  affordeth ;  and 
the  manners  alfo  mettly  copied  from  the  rullical  folk 
tlierein.  In  this  alfo  my  love  to  my  native  country 
Britain  much  pricketh  me  forward,  to  defcribe  aright 
the  manners  of  our  own  honeft  and  laborious  plough- 
men, in  no  wife  fure  more  unworthy  a  Britifh  Poet's 
imitation,  than  thofe  of  Sicily  or  Arcadie  ;  albeit,  not 
ignorant  I  am,  what  a  rout  and  rabblement  of  critical 
^allimawfry  hath  been  made  of  late  days  by  certain 

young 
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young  men  of  infipid  delicacy,  concerning,  I  wifl  not 
what,  Golden  Age,  and  other  outrageous  conceits,  to 
which  they  would  confine  Palloral.  Whereof,  I  avow, 
1  account  nought  at  all,  knowing  no  age  fo  juftly  to  be 
inftiled  Golden,  as  this  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  Queen 
Anne. 

This  idle  trumpery  (only  fit  for  fchools  and  fchool- 
boys)  unto  that  ancient  Doric  Shepherd  Theocritus, 
or  his  mates,  was  never  known  ;  he  rightly,  through- 
out his  fifth  Idyll,  maketh  his  louts  give  foul  language, 
and  behold  their  goats  at  rut  in  all  fimplicity  : 

^TroXoq  oy.y.  luofy)  rocq  y.%y.a,aa,T,^   oloc  ^oirevvloHy 
Tciy.eroii  o(pQa,X[ji.uq,  oVi  a  rpayoj  uvroq  lyBvlo. 

Theoc.  Id.  i.  87. 

Verily,  as  little  pleafance  receiveth  a  true  homebred 
tafte,  from  all  the  fine  finical  new-fangled  fooleries  of 
this  gay  Gothic  garniture,  wherewith  they  fo  nicely  be- 
deck their  court  clowns,  or  clown  courtiers  (for,  which 
to  call  them  rightly,  I  wot  not),  as  would  a  prudent 
citizen  journeying  to  his  country  farms,  fliould  he  find 
them  occupied  by  people  of  this  motley  make,  inftead 
of  plain  downright  hearty  cleanly  folk,  fuch  as  be  now 
tenants  to  the  burgefies  of  this  realm. 

Furthermore,  it  is  my  purpofe,  gentle  reader,  to  fet 
before  thee,  as  it  were  a  picture,  or  rather  lively  land- 
fchape  of  thy  own  country,  juft  as  thou  mighteft  fee  it, 
didell  thou  take  a  walk  into  the  fields  at  the  proper 
feafon  :  even  as  maiiler  Milton  hath  elegantly  fet  forth 
the  fame : 

"As 
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,    •*  As  one  who  long  in  populous  city  pent, 
•*  Where  houfes  thick  and  fewers  annoy  the  air, 
**  Forth  ifTuing  on  a  fummcr's  morn  to  breathe 
**  Among  the  pleafant  villages  and  farms 
**  Adjoin'd,  from  each  thing  met  conceives  delight; 
"  The  fmell  of  grain  or  tedded  grafs  or  kine 
**  Or  dairy,  each  rural  fight,  each  rural  found." 

Thou  wilt  not  find  my  fhepherdeffes  idly  piping  on 
oaten  reeds,  but  milking  the  kine,  tying  up  the  fheaves, 
or,  if  the  hogs  are  allray,  driving  them  to  the  ftyes. 
My  fhepherd  gathereth  none  other  nofegays  but  what 
are  the  growth  of  our  own  fields ;  he  fleepeth  not  un- 
der myrtle  fliades,  but  under  a  hedge ;  nor  doth  he 
vigilantly  defend  his  flocks  from  wolves,  becaufe  there 
are  none,  as  maifter  Spenfer  well  obferveth  : 

"  Well  is  known  that  fince  the  Saxon  king 
**  Never  was  wolf  feen,  many  or  fome 
"  Nor  in  all  Kent  nor  in  Chriflendom." 

For  as  much  as  I  have  mentioned  maifter  Spenfer,. 
foothly  I  muft  acknowledge  him  a  bard  of  fweetefl: 
memorial.  Yet  hath  his  fliepherd's  boy  at  fome  times 
raifed  his  ruftic  reed  to  rhymes  more  rupibling  than 
rural.  Diverfe  gi-ave  points  alfo  hath  he  handled  of 
churchly  matter,  and  doubts  in  religion  daily  arifing,  to 
great  clerks  only  appertaining.  What  likcth  me  bed 
are  his  names,  indeed  right  fimple  and  meet  for  the 
countr)^,  fuch  as  Lobbin,  Cuddy,  Hobbinol,  Diggon, 
and  others,  fome  of  Which  I  have  made  bold  to  borrow. 

Vol.  XXXVI.  E  Moreover, 
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Moreover,  as  he  called  his  Eclogues,  the  "  fhepherd's 
**  calendar,"  and  divided  the  fame  into  twelve  months, 
I  have  chofen  (peradventure  not  over-rafhly)  to  name 
mine  by  the  days  of  the  week,  omitting  Sunday  or  the 
Sabbath,  ours  being  fuppofed  to  be  Chrillian  fhep- 
herds,  and  to  be  then  at  church-worfhip.  Yet  further 
of  many  of  maifter  Spenfer's  Eclogues  it  may  be 
obferved  ;  though  months  they  be  called,  of  the  faid 
months  therein  nothing  is  fpecified ;  wherein  I  have 
alfo  elleemed  him  worthy  mine  imitation. 

That  principally,  courteous  reader,  whereof  I  would 
have  thee  to  be  advertifed,  (feeing  I  depart  from  the 
vulgar  ufage)  is  touching  the  language  of  my  fiicpherds; 
which  is,  foothly  to  fay,  fuch  as  is  neither  fppken 
by  the  country  maiden  or  the  courtly  dame  ;  nay,„not 
only  fuch  as  in  the  prefent  times  is  not  uttered,  but 
•was  never  uttered  in  times  pail ;  and,  if  I  judge  aright, 
will  never  be  uttered  in  times  future :  it  having  too 
much  of  the  country  to  be  fit  for  the  court,  too  much 
of  the  court  to  be  fit  for  the  country  ;  too  much 
of  the  language  of  old  times  to  be  fit  for  the  prefent, 
too  much  of  the  prefent  to  have  been  fit  for  the  old, 
and  too  much  of  both  to  be  fit  for  any  time  to  come. 
Granted  alfo  it  is,  that  in  this  my  language  I  feem 
unto  myfelf  as  a  London  mafon,  who  calculateth  his 
work  for  a  term  of  years,  when  he  buildeth  with  old 
materials  upon  a  ground-rent  that  is  not  his  own, 
which  foon  turns  to  rubbiih  and  ruins.  For  this  point, 
no  reafon  can  I  alledge,  only  deep-learned  enfamples 
Jiavlng  led  me  thereunto, 

0  But 
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But  here  again  much  comfort  arlfeth  in  mc,  from 
the  hopes,  in  that  I  conceive,  when  thefe  words  in  the 
courfe  of  tranfitory  things  fhall  decay,  it  may  fo  hap, 
in  meet  time,  that  fome  lover  of  fimphcity  fhall  arifc, 
who  fhall  have  the  hardinefs  to  render  thefe  mine 
Eclogues  into  fuch  modern  dialeft  as  fhall  be  then  un- 
derflood,  to  which  end,  glofTes  and  explications  of  un- 
couth pafloral  terms  are  annexed. 

Gentle  Reader,  turn  over  the  leaf,  and  entertain 
thyfelf  with  the  profpect  of  thine  own  country,  limned 
by  the  painful  hand  of 

Thy  loving  countryman, 

JOHN    GAY, 


E  2  P  R  0- 
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PROLOGUE 

TO   THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE  THE 

LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 

T    O,  I  who  erft  beneath  a  tree 

-■-^    Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybee, 

And  Blouzelind  and  Marian  bright, 

In  apron  blue  or  apron  white, 

Now  write  my  fonnets  in  a  book,  J 

For  my  good  lord  of  Bolingbroke. 

As  lads  and  lafTes  Itood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  hautboy  found. 
Our  clerh  came  pofting  o'er  the  green 
With  doleful  tidings  of  the  queen  ;  f  9 

Tliat  queen,  he  fald,  to  whom  we  owe 
Sweet  peace  that  maketh  riches  Jloiu  ; 
That  queeny  who  eas'd  our  tax  of  late. 
Was  dead,  alas  ! — and  lay  in  (late. 

At  this,  in  tears  was  Cicely  feen,  I^ 

Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean, 
In  doleful  dumps  flood  eveiy  clown. 
The  parfon  rent  his  band  and  gown.  -^ 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  death 
Had  fnatch'd  queen  Anne  to  Elzabeth,  20 

I  broke  my  reed,  and,  fighing,  fwore, 
I'd  weep  for  Blouzelind  no  more. 

E  5  WTiild 
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While  thus  we  ftood  as  in  a  ftound. 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew,  the  ground. 
Full  foon  by  bonefire  and  by  bell  25 

"We  learnt  our  Liege  was  pafling  well. 
A  fliilful  leach  (fo  God  him  fpeed) 
They  faid  had  wrought  this  blefied  deed. 
This  leach  Arbuthnot  was  yclept. 
Who  many  a  night  not  once  had  llept ;  30 

But  watch'd  our  gracious  Sovereign  Hill ; 
For  who  could  reft  when  fhe  was  ill  ? 
Oh,  may'ft  thou  henceforth  fweetly  deep  ! 
Sheer,  fwains,  oh  fheer  your  fofteft  flieep. 
To  fwell  his  couch  ;  for,  well  I  ween,  35 

He  fav'd  the  realm,  who  fav'd  the  Queen. 

Quoth  1,  pleafe  God,  I'll  hye  with  glee 
To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  fee. 
I  fold  my  fheep  and  lambkins  too, 
For  filver  loops  and  garment  blue  ;  40 

My  boxen  hautboy,  fweet  of  found. 
For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around ; 
For  Lightfoot  and  my  fcrip,  I  got 
A  gorgeous  fword,  and  eke  a  knot. 

So  forth  I  far'd  to  court  with  fpeed,  45 

Of  foldier's  drum  withouten  dreed ; 
For  peace  allays  the  fhepherd's  fear 
Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 

There  faw  I  ladies  all  a- row, 
Before  their  Queen  in  feemly  fliow.  50 

No  more  I'll  fmg  Buxoma  brown, 
Like  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown ; 

Nor 
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Nor  CliimfiHs,  nor  Marian  bright, 

Nor  damfcl  that  Hobneha  hight. 

But  Lanfdowne,  frefh  as  flower  of  May,  55 

And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay  ; 

And  Anglefea,  vvhofe  fpeech  exceeds 

The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds  ; 

And  blooming  Hyde,  with  eyes  fo  rare ; 

And  Montague  beyond  compare  ;  60 

Such  ladies  fair  would  I  dcpaint, 

In  roundelay  or  fonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  I've  feen, 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green  : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear,  65 

Like  Mofes,  in  our  bibles  fair  ; 
Who  for  our  traffick  forms  defigns, 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines. 
Now,  fliepherds,  clip  your  fleecy  care  ; 
Ye  maids,  your  fpinning-wheels  prepare  ;  70 

Ye  weavers,  all  your  ftiuttles. throw, 
And  bid  broad-cloths  and  ferges  grow  ; 
For  trading  free  fliall  thrive  again. 
Nor  leafmgs  lewd  affi^ight  the  fwain. 

There  faw  I  St.  John,  fweet  of  mien,  75 

Full  lledfafl  both  to  church  and  queen  ; 
With  whofe  fair  name  Pll  deck  my  fcraln  ; 
St.  John,  right  courteous  to  the  fwain. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day, 
Trim  are  thy  fonnets,  gentle  Gay  ;  80 

And,  certes,  mirth  it  were  to  fee 
Thy  joyous  madrigals  twice  three, 

E  4  With 
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With  preface  meet,  and  notes  profound. 

Imprinted  fair,  and  well  y-bound. 

All  fuddenly  then  home  I  fped,  ^c 

And  did  ev'n  as  my  lord  had  faid. 

Lo,  here  thou  hall  mine  Eclogues  fair. 
But  let  not  thefe  detain  thine  ear. 
Let  not  th'  affairs  of  ftates  and  kings 
Wait,  while  our  Bowzybeus  fmgs.  9© 

Rather  than  verfe  of  fimple  fwain 
Should  flay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain  ; 
Or,  for  the  plaint  of  Parfon's  maid. 
Yon'  Emperor's  packets  be  delay'd  ; 
In  footh,  I  fwear  by  holy  Paul,  95 

I'd  burn  book,  preface,  notes  and  all. 


M  O  N. 
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LOBBIN  CLOUT,  CUDDY,  CLODDIPOLE.. 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
'Tp  H  Y  younglings,  Cuddy,  are  but  juft  awake, 
-^     No  thruftles  fhrlU  the  bramble-bufh  forfake. 
No  chlq)ing  lark  the  welkin  fheen  invokes. 
No  damfel  yet  the  fwelling  udder  ftrokes  ; 
O'er  yonder  hill  does  fcant  the  dawn  appear  :  ^ 

Then  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  cott  fo  rear  ? 

Cuddy. 
Ah  Lobbin  Clout !   I  ween,  my  plight  is  gueft. 
For  he  that  lonjes,  a  Jlranger  is  to  rejl ; 

Ver.  3.  Welkin^  the  fame  as  IVelken,  an  old  Saxon  word  figni Ty- 
ing a  cloud;  by  poetical  licence  it  is  frequently  taken  for  the  eh" 
ment    or  Jky.,    as    may  appear   by   this  verfe   in   the   Dream  of 

Chaucer, 

*'  Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud." 
— Sheen  or  JI->ine.,  an  old  word  for  Jhinirrg  or  bright. 

Ver.  5.  Scanty  ufed  in  the  ancient  Britifti  authors  {ox fcarce. 

Ver.  6.  B.earj  an  expreflion  in  feveral  counties  of  England,  for 
tarly  in  the  morning. 

Ver.  7.  7b  iveen^  derived  from  the  Saxon,  to  think  ox  conceive. 

If 
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If  fwains  belye  not,  thou  haft  prov'd  the  fmart. 
And  Blouzelinda's  miftrefs  of  thy  heart.  10 

This  rifing  rear  betokeneth  well  thy  mind, 
Thofe  arms  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 
And  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree : 
Thee  BlouzeHnda  fmites,  Buxoma  me. 

LoBBiN  Clout, 
Ah,  Blouzelind  !   I  love  thee  more  by  half,  15 

Than  does  their  fawns,  or  cows  the  new-fall'n  calf: 
Woe  worth  the  tongue  !   may  blifters  fore  it  gall, 
That  names  Buxoma  Blouzehnd  withal. 

Cuddy. 
Hold,  witlefs  Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advife, 
Left  blifters  fore  on  thy  own  tongue  arife.  20 

L.0,  yonder,  Cloddipole,  the  blithfome  fwain. 
The  wifeft  lout  of  all  the  neighbouring  plain  ! 
From  Cloddipole  we  learnt  to  read  the  fl^ies, 
To  know  when  hail  will  fall,  or  winds  arife. 
He  taught  us  erft  the  heifer's  tail  to  view,  25 

When  ftuck  aloft,  that  fliowers  would  ftraight  enfue  : 
He  lirft  that  ufeful  fecret  did  explain. 
That  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  fwallows  fleet  foar  high  and  fport  in  air, 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear.  30 

Let  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearfe. 
And  praife  his  fweetheart  in  alternate  verfe. 
I'll  wager  this  fame  oaken  ftaff  with  thee. 
That  Cloddipole  fliall  give  the  prize  to  me. 

Ver.  25.  Erfi^  a  contradion  of  ere  this;  it  fignifies  fome  time 
figOf  ox  formerly^ 

Lobbin 
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LoBBiN  Clout. 
See  this  tobacco-pouch,  that's  hn'^  with  hair,       35 
Made  of  the  ikin  of  flecked  fallow-deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  ty'd  with  tape  of  redded  hue, 
I'll  wager,  that  the  prize  fhall  be  my  due. 

Cuddy. 
Begin  thy  carols  then,  thou  vaunting  flouch  ! 
Be  thine  the  oaken  ftafT,  or  mine  the  pouch,  40 

LoBEiN  Clout. 
My  Blouzellnda  is  the  bhthell  lafs, 
Than  primrofe  fweeter,  or  the  clover-grafs. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows, 
Fair  is  the  daifie  that  befide  her  grows ; 
Fair  is  tlie  gilliflower,  of  gardens  fweet,  45 

Fair  is  the  marygold,  for  pottage  meet : 
But  Blouzelind's  than  gilliflower  more  fair. 
Than  dalfie,  marygold,  or  king-cup  rare. 

Cuddy. 
My  brown  Buxoma  is  the  feateft  maid, 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightfome  gambol  play'd.  50 

Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goofe's  down, 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witlefs  lamb  may  fport  upon  the  plain. 
The  fril1<;ing  kid  delight  the  gaping  fwain. 
The  wanton  calf  may  fl<ip  with  many  a  bound,        55" 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  defteil  feats  around ; 
But  neither  lamb,  nor  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  Tray, 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  firll  of  May. 

Ver.  56.  Deftf  an  oU  word,  fignifying  Srijk  or  nimble. 

LOBBIM 
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LoBBiN  Clout. 
Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzelind  is  near ; 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year.  6o 

With^  her  no  fultry  fummer's  heat  I  know ; 
In  winter,  when  fhe's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 
Come,  Blouzelinda,  eafe  thy  fwain's  defire. 
My  fiimmer's  fhadow,  and  my  winter's  fire  1 

Cuddy. 
As  with  Buxoma  oHce  I  work'd  at  hay,  65 

Ev'n  noon-tide  labour  feem'd  an  holiday  ; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  fhe  were  gone, 
L,ike  worky-days  I  wifh'd  would  foon  be  done. 
Eftfoons,  O  fweetheart  kind,  my  love  repay, 
Ajnd  all  the  year  (hall  then  be  holiday.  70 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
As  Blouzelinda,  in  a  gamefome  mood, 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  ftood, 
I  flily  ran,  and  fnatch'd  a  hafty  kifs  ; 
She  wip'd  her  lips,  nor  took  it  much  amifs. 
Believe  me.  Cuddy,  while  I'm  bold  to  fay,  7j; 

Her  breath  was  fweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 

Cuddy. 
As  my  Buxoma,  in  a  morning  fair,   . 
With  gentle  finger  ftrok'd  her  milky  care, 

Ver.  69.  Eft/ocns,  from  eft,  an  ancient  Britifh  word,  fignifying 
foon.  So  .that  effoons  is  a  doubling  of  the  word  foon;  which  is,  as 
it  were,  to  fay  twice  foonj  or  very  foon, 

I  quelnlly 
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I  queintly  Hole  a  kifs ;  at  firft,  'tis  true, 

She  frownM,  yet  after  granted  one  or  two.  8o 

Lobbin,  I  fwear,  believe  who  will  my  vows, 

Her  breath  by  far  excell'd  the  breathing  cows. 

Lobbin  Clout. 
Leek  to  the  Welch,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear. 
Of  Irifli  fwalns  potatoe  is  the  chear ; 
Oats  for  their  feaits  the  Scottifh  fhepherds  grind,     S^ 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouzehnd. 
While  {he  loves  turnips,  butter  I'll  defpife, 
Nor  leeks,  nor  oatmeal,  nor  potatoe,  prize. 

Cuddy. 
In  good  roaft-beef  my  landlord  ilicks  his  knife. 
The  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife,  go 

Pudding  our  parfon  eats,  the  fquire  loves  hare, 
But  Vv'hite-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  fhe  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  fhall  be, 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me. 

Ver.  79.  ^eint  has  various  fignifications  in  the  ancient  Englifli 
authors.  I  have  ufed  it  in  this  place  in  the  fame  fenfe  as  Chaucer 
hath  done  in  his  Miller's  Tale.  "  As  Clerkes  being  full  fubtle 
**  and  queint"  (by  which  he  means  arch  or  ivaggiJJf)\  and  not  in 
that  obfcene  fenfc  wherein  he  ufeth  it  in  the  line  immediately  fol- 
lowing. 
Ver.  85. 

**  Populus  Alcids  gratiffima,  Vitis  laccho, 
*'  Formofae  Myrtus  Veneri,  fua  Laurea  Phoebo, 
*'  Phillis  amat  Corylos.     Ulas  dum  Phillis  amabit, 
*♦  Nee  Myrtus  vincet  Corylos  nee  Laurea  Phcebi." 

*c.  V1R6. 

Lobbin 
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LoBBiN  Clout. 
As  once  I  play'd  at  hl'indwan's  hiiff",  it  hapt  95 

About  my  eyes  the  towel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  mifs'd  the  fwains,  and  feiz'd  on  BlouzeHnd. 
True  fpeaks  that  ancient  proverb,  "  Love  is  blind." 

Cuddy. 
As  at  hot'Cochles  once  I  laid  me  down, 
-And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown  ;         I  CO 
Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rofe,  and  read  foft  mifchief  in  her  eye. 

LoBB-iN  Clout. 
On  two  near  elms  the  flacken'd  cord  I  hung, 
Now  high,  now  low,  my  Blouzelinda  fwung. 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garment  rofe,       105 
And  fhow'd  her  taper  leg,  and  fcarlet  hofe. 

Cuddy. 
Acrofs  the  fallen  oak  the  plank  I  laid. 
And  myfelf  pois'd  againll  the  tottering  maid. 
High  leap'd  the  plank  ;  adown  Buxoma  fell  j 
I  fpy^d — ^but  faithful  fweethearts  never  tell.  1 10 

LoBBiN  Clout. 
This  riddle,  Cuddy,  if  thou  canft,  explain. 
This  wily  riddle  puzzles  every  fwain. 
•'  What  flower  is  that  which  bears  the  'virgin's  name, 
**  The  richeft  metal  joined  with  the  fame  ?" 

Ver.  103 — 1 10  were  not  in  the  early  editions.     N. 
Ver.  113.     Marygold. 

Cuddy. 
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Cuddy. 
Anfwer,  tliou  carle,  and  judge  this  riddle  right,  1 15 
I'll  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cunning  wight. 
**  What  flower  is  that  which  royal  honour  craves, 
"  Adjoin  the  'virgin^  and  'tis  ftrown  on  graves  ?" 

Cloddipole. 
Forbear,  contending  louts,  give  o'er  your  ftralns  ! 
An  oaken  ftaff  each  merits  for  his  pains.  I2» 

But  fee  the  fun -beams  bright  to  labour  warn, 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodman  Hodge's  barn. 
Your  herds  for  want  of  water  Hand  a-dry. 
They're  weary  of  your  fongs — and  fo  am  I. 

Vcr.  117.     Rofemary. 

*•  Die  quibus  in  terris  infcripti  nomina  Regum 

"  Nafcantur  Flores."  Virc. 

Vw.  120.  »♦  Et  vitula  tu  dignus  &  hie.'*  Vi  r  g. 
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THE        BITTY. 


MARIAN. 

T;rOUNG  Colm  Clout,  a  lad  of  peerlefs  meed, 

-*■      Full  well  could  dance,  and  deftly  tune  the  reed  5 , 
In  every  wood  his  carols  fweet  were  known. 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  fliown. 
When  in  the  ring  the  ruftic  routs  he  threw,  5 

The  damfels'  pleafures  with  his  conquefts  grew; 
Or  when  aflant  the  cudgel  threats  his  headj 
His  danger  fmites  the  breaft  of  every  maid. 
But  chief  of  Marian.     Marian  lov'd  the  fwain, 
The  parfon's  maid,  and  neateft  of  the  plain  ;  10 

Marian,  that  foft  could  ftroke  the  udder'd  cow. 
Or  lefTen  with  her  fieve  the  barley-mow  ; 
Marbled  with  fage  the  hardening  cheefe  (he  prefs'd, 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  iliill  confefs'd  ; 
But  Marian  now,  devoid  of  country  cares,  15 

Nor  yellow  butter,  nor  fage-cheefe,  prepares ; 
For  yearning  love  the  witlefs  maid  employs. 
And  Love,  fay  fwains,  "  all  bufy  heed  deflroys." 
Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  fmart ; 
A  lafs  that  Cicely  hight  had  won  his  heart,  20 

Cicely 
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'Cicely  the  weftern  lafs  that  tends  the  kee, 

The  rival  of  the  parfon's  maid  was  (he. 

In  dreary  (hade  now  Marian  lies  alon^, 

And,  mixt  with  iighs,  thus  wails  in  plaining  Tong : 

Ah  woeful  day  !   ah  woeful  noon  and  morn  !  2^ 

When  firfl  by  thee  my  younglings  white  were  fliorn  ; 
Then  firft,  I  ween,  I  call  a  lover's  eye, 
My  iheep  were  filly,  but  more  filly  I. 
Beneath  the  fliears  they  felt  no  lalling  fmart, 
They  loft  but  fleeces,  while  I  loll  a  heart.  30 

Ah,  Colin  !   canft  thou  leave  thy  fweetheart  true  ? 
What  I  have  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do  ? 
Will  {he  thy  linen  wafh,  or  hofen  darn. 
And  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  fpun  yarn  ? 
Will  (he  with  hufwife's  hand  provide  thy  meat  ?        35 
And  every  Sunday  morn  thy  neckcloth  plait, 
Which  o'er  thy  kerfey  doublet  fpreading  wide, 
In  fei*vice-time  drew  Cicely's  eyes  afide  ? 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  cannot  hide  my  care. 
My  new  difafters  in  my  look  appear.  40 

White  as  the  curd  my  ruddy  cheek  is  grown, 
So  thin  my  features  that  I'm  hardly  known. 
Our  neighbours  tell  me  oft',  in  joking  talk, 
Of  adies,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk ; 
Unwittingly  of  Marian  they  divine,  45 

And  wift  not  that  with  thoughtful  love  I  pine. 
Yet  Colin  Clout,  untoward  fhepherd  fwain, 
Walks  whiftling  blithe,  while  pitiful  I  plain. 

Vcr.  21.    Kee,  a  weft-country  word  fol"  kine  or  co^vs. 

Voi.  XXXVI.  F  Whilom 
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Whilom  with  thee  'twas  Marian's  dear  delight 
To  moil  all  day,  and  merry-make  at  night,  50 

If  in  the  foil  you  guide  the  crooked  fhare, 
Your  early  breakfafl  is  my  conftant  care ; 
And  when  with  even  hand  you  ftrow  the  grain, 
I  fright  the  thievifh  rooks  from  off  the  plain. 
In  mining  days,  when  I  my  threflier  heard,  ^^ 

With  nappy  beer  I  to  the  barn  repaired ; 
Lofl  in  the  mufic  of  the  whirling  flail. 
To  gaze  on  thee  I  left  the  fmoking  pail : 
In  harvefl  when  the  fun  was  mounted  high, 
My  leathern  bottle  did  thy  draught  fupply  ;  60 

Whene'er  you  mow'd,  I  foUow'd  with  the  rake, 
And  have  full  oft'  been  fun-burnt  for  thy  fake  : 
When  in  the  welkin  gathering  fhowers  were  feen, 
I  lagg'd  the  lall  with  Colin  on  the  green  ; 
And  when  at  eve  returning  with  thy  car,  6^ 

Awaiting  heard  the  jingling  bells  from  far. 
Straight  on  the  fire  the  footy  pot  I  plac'd. 
To  warm  thy  broth  I  burnt  my  hands  for  hade. 
When  hungry  thou  ftood'ft  Jlarhig^  like  an  oaf, 
I  flic'd  the  luncheon  from  the  barley-loaf ;  70 

With  crumbled  bread  I  thicken 'd  well  thy  mefs. 
Ah,  love  me  more,  or  love  thy  pottage  lefs  ! 

Lall  Friday's  eve,  when  as  the  fun  was  fet, 
I,  near  yon  fl:ile,  three  fallow  gypfies  met. 
Upon  my  hand  they  caft  a  poring  look,  7^' 

Bid  me  beware,  and  thrice  their  heads  they  fhook  : 
They  faid  that  many  croffes  I  muft  prove  ; 
Some  in  my  worldly  gain,  but  moft  in  love. 

6  Next 
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Next  morn  I  mifs'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock, 

And  ofF  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  fmock  ;  80 

I  bore  thefe  lofTes  with  a  chriflian  mind, 

And  no  mifhaps  could  feel,  while  thou  wert  kind. 

But  fince,  alas !    I  grew  my  Colin's  fcorn, 

I've  known  no  pleafure,  night,  or  noon,  or  morn. 

Help  me,  ye  gypfies  ;  bring  him  home  again,  85 

And  to  a  conftant  lafs  give  back  her  fwain. 

Have  I  not  fat  with  thee  full  many  a  night, 
When  dying  embers  were  our  only  light, 
When  every  creature  did  in  flumbers  lie, 
I3efides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I  ?  90 

No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  move. 
While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 

Remember,  Cohn,  when  at  lad  year's  wake 
I  bought  the  coftly  prefent  for  thy  fake  ; 
Could' ft  thou  fpell  o'er  the  pofy  on  thy  knife,  93' 

And  with  another  change  thy  ftate  of  life  ? 
If  thou  forget'ft,  I  wot,  I  can  repeat. 
My  memory  can  teU  the  verfe  fo  fweet : 
*'  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  knife  of  thine, 
**  So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine."  roo 

But  woe  is  me  !  fuch  prefents  lucklefs  prove, 
For  kni'ves,  they  tell  me,  alzuays  fever  love. 

Thus  Marian  wail'd,  her  eyes  with  tears  brimfull. 
When  Goody  Dobbins  brought  her  cow  to  bull. 
With  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  flie  fought ;  105 

Then  faw  the  cow  well  ferv'd,  and  took  a  groat. 
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THE       DUMPS*. 


S  P  A  R  A  B  E  L  L  A. 

'  I  ^HE  wailings  of  a  maiden  I  recite, 

A  maiden  fair  that  Sparabella  hight. 
Such  ftrains  ne'er  warble  in  the  linnet's  throat. 
Nor  the  gay  goldfinch  chaunts  fo  fweet  a  note. 
No  mag  pye  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay,  ^ 

No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  nor  afs  to  bray ; 

*  Dumps,  or  dumhst  made  ufe  of  to  exprefs  a  fit  of  the 
fullens.  Some  have  pretended  that  it  is  derived  from  Dumops^ 
a  king  of  Egypt,  that  built  a  pyramid,  and  died  of  melancholy. 
So  7nopes  after  the  fame  manner  is  thought  to  have  come  from 
Merops,  another  Egyptian  king  that  died  of  the  fame  diftemper. 
But  our  Englifh  antiquaries  have  conjedured  that  dumpiy  which 
is  a  grievous  hecn;inefs  of  fpir'its,  comes  from  the  woid  dumplin^ 
the  heavieft  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this  counti-y,  much 
ufed  in  Norfolk,  and  other  counties  of  England. 
Ver.  5. 

**  Immemor  herbarumquos  eft  mirata  juvenca 

"  Certantes,  quorum  ftupcfadae  carmine  lynces, 

'*  Et  mutata  fuos  requierunt  fluraina  curfus,"  Vi  r  «. 

N» 
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No  ruftling  breezes  play'd  the  leaves  among, 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damfel  fung. 

A  while,  O  D'Urfey,  lend  an  ear  or  twain. 
Nor,  thougli  in  homely  guife,  my  verfe  difdain  ;         10 
Whether  thou  feek'ft  new  kingdoms  in  the  fun, 
Whether  thy  Mufe  does  at  Newmarket  run, 
Or  does  with  goflips  at  a  feaft  regale, 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  fack  and  ale, 
Orelfe  at  wakes  with  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice,  15 

Where  D'Urfey's  lyricks  fwell  in  ever)^  voice  ; 
Yet  fufFer  me,  thou  bard  of  wondrous  meed, 
Amid  thy  bays  to  weave  this  rural  weed. 

Now  the  fun  drove  adown  the  weftern  road, 
And  oxen  laid  at  reft  forgot  the  goad,  20 

The  clown  fatigued  trudg'd  homeward  with  his  fpade, 
Acrofs  the  meadows  ftretch'd  the  lengthen'd  fliade  ; 
When  Sparabella,  penfive  and  forlorn. 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  labour  worn, 

Ver.  9. 

"  Tu  mihi,  feu  magni  fuperas  jam  faxa  Timavl, 

'*  Sive  oram  Illyrici  legis  aequoris — "  "Vir«. 

Vcr.  II.  An  opera  written  by  this  author,  called,  "The 
World  in  the  Sun,  or  The  Kingdom  of  Birds ;"  he  is  alfo  famous 
for  his  fong  on  the  Newmarket  horfe-race,  and  fev&ral  otherft 
that  are  fung  by  the  Britilh  fwains. 

Ver.    17.   Mtedy  an  old  word  iorfame  or  renovja, 

Ver.    18. 

—  **  Hanc  fine  tempora  circum 
*•  Inter  vidrices  cderam  tibi  ferpere  lauros."  Vx  r  c. 

F  3  Lean'J 
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Lean'd  on  her  rake,  and  ftrait  with  doleful  guifc      25 
Did  this  fad  plaint  in  mournful  notes  devifc. 

Come  night  as  dark  as  pitch,  furround  my  head. 
From  Sparabella  Bumkinet  is  fled  ; 
The  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won, 
Lail  Sunday  happier  Clumfilis  put  on.  30 

Sure  if  he'd  eyes  (but  love,  they  fay  ^  has  none) 
I  whilom  by  that  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  well-a-day  !  I'm  fhent  with  baneful  fmart. 
For  with  the  ribbon  he  beftow'd  his  heart. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid,         35 
**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Shall  heavy  Clumfilis  with  me  compare  ? 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  defpair. 
Her  blubbered  lip  by  fmutty  pipes  is  worn, 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whiffs  are  borne  !  4Q 

The  cleanly  cheefe-prefs  fhe  could  never  turn, 
Her  aukward  fill  did  ne'er  employ  the  churn  ; 
If  e'er  (he  brew'd,  the  drink  would  ftrait  go  four, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power  ; 
No  hufvvifery  the  dowdy  creature  knew  ;  45 

.  To  fum  up  all,  her  tongue  confefs'd  the  fhrew. 

Ver  25. 

"  Incumbens  tereti  Damon  fie  ccepit  ollvae."  ViR6i 

Ver.  33.  Shentf  an  old  word,  fignifying  hurt  or  banned. 

Ver.   37. 

*♦  Mopfo  Nifa  datur,  quid  non  fperemus  amantes?" 

ViRG. 
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**  My  plaint,  yc  lafTcs,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

I've  often  feen  my  vifage  in  yon  lake, 
,Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homelieft  make  :  50 

Though  Clumfilis  may  boaft  a  whiter  dye. 
Yet  the  black  floe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye  ; 
And  faireft  bloflbms  drop  with  every  blaft. 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  laft. 
Her  wan  complexion  's  like  the  wither'd  leek,  ^y 

While  Katharine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  cheek. 
Yet  fhe,  alas  !  the  witlefs  lout  hath  won. 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell  's  undone  ! 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  ftraps  unite. 
The  clucking  hen  make  friendfhip  with  the  kite  ;     60 
Let  the  fox  fimply  wear  the  nuptial  noofe. 
And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  waddling  goofe  ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  ftranger  thing  to  pafs. 
The  faireft  fliepherd  weds  the  fouleft  lafs. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid,  6^ 

**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid.'* 

Ver.  49. 

"  Nee  fum  adeo  informis,  nuper  mc  in  littore  \iJl." 

ViRC. 

Ver.  53. 

♦'  Alba  liguftra  cadunt,  vaccinia  nigra  leguntur." 

VlR  c. 

Ver.  59. 

"  Jungentur  jam  gryphes  equis  ;  aevoqut  fequenti 
*'  Cum  canibus  timidi  venient  ad  pocula  damx.  " 

ViRC. 

F  4  Sooner 
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Sooner  fliall  cats  difport  in  waters  clear. 
And  fpeckled  mackrel  graze  the  meadows  fair  : 
Sooner  (hall  fcreech-owls  bafl<  in  funny  day, 
And  the  flow  afs  on  trees,  like  fquirrels,  play  ;  7(^ 

Sooner  fhall  fnails  on  infe6t  pinions  rove  ; 
Than  I  forget  my  ihepherd's  wonted  love. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafTes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Ah  !   didft  thou  know  what  proffers  I  withftood,  75 
When  late  I  met  the  Squire  in  yonder  wood  ! 
To  me  he  fped,  regardlefs  of  his  game. 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  fhame  ; 
My  lip  he  kifs'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look. 
Then  from  his  purfe  of  filk  a  guinea  took,  80 

Into  my  hand  he  forc'd  the  tempting  gold. 
While  I  with  modeft  ftruggling  broke  his  hold. 
He  fwore  that  Dick,  in  livery  ftriped  with  lace, 
Siiould  wed  me  foon,  to  keep  me  from  difgrace  ; 
But  I  nor  footman  priz'd,  nor  golden  fee  ;  85 

For  what  is  lace  or  gold  compar'd  to  thee  ? 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid.'* 

Now  plain  I  ken  whence  Love  his  rife  begun  ; 
Sure  he  was  born  feme  bloody  butcher's  fon,  93 

Bred 

Ver.  67. 

'*  Ante  leves  ergo  pafcentur  in  setherc  cervi, 

"  Et  freta  dcftituent  nudos  in  littore  pifces  — 

*'  Quam  noftro  illius  labatur  peilore  vultus,"  Vir&. 

Ver.  89.   Token.     Scire.     Chaucer,  to  ken,  ^nA  ker.de ;  notus 
Ji.  S.  cunnan.     Goih.  kunnan,     G^rmanis  kennen.     Dznh  klende^ 
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Bred  up  In  fhambles,  where  our  younglings  flain 

Erft  taught  him  mifchief,  and  to  fport  with  pain. 

The  father  only  filly  fheep  annoys, 

The  fon  the  fillicr  fhepherdefs  deftroys. 

Does  fon  or  father  greater  mifchief  do  ?  95 

The  fire  is  cruel,  fo  the  fon  is  too. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Farewel,  ye  woods,  ye  meads,  ye  ftreams  that  flow ; 
A  fudden  death  fhall  rid  me  of  my  woe.  100 

This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  (hall  divide. 
What  !   fhall  I  fall  as  fqueaking  pigs  have  dyM  ? 
No  —  To  fome  tree  this  carcafe  I'll  fufpend. 
But  worrying  curs  find  fuch  untimely  end  ! 
I'll  fpeed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  flool       105 
On  the  long  plank  hangs  o'er  the  muddy  pool, 
That  ftool,  the  dread  of  every  fcolding  quean  ; 
Yet,  fure  a  lover  (hould  not  die  fo  mean  ! 
There  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fits. 
Though  all  the  parifh  fay  I've  loft  my  wits  ;  no 

Iflandis  kunna.  Belgis  kennen.  This  word  is  of  general  ufc, 
but  not  very  common,  tJiough  not  unknown  to  the  vulgar.  Ken 
tor  profp'icere  is  well  known  and  ufed  to  difcover  by  the  eye, 
Ray,  F.  R.  S. 

•*  Nunc  fcio  quid  fit  amor,  &c. 

**  Crudelis  mater  magis  an  puer  improbus  ille  ? 

**  Improbus  ille  puer,  crudelis  tu  quoque  mater."         Virc, 

Ver»  99.  **  —  vivite  fylvae  : 

'*  Prasceps  aerij  fpccula  dc  mentis  in  unda« 
"  Dcferar.'»  Vir«^ 

And 


74  G    A    Y'S       POEMS. 

And  thence,  if  courage  holds,  myfelf  I'll  throw. 
And  quench  my  pafiion  in  the  lake  below. 

**  Ye  laffes,  ceafe  your  burthen,  ceafe  to  moan, 
'*  And,  by  my  cafe  forewarn'd,  go  mind  your  own." 

The  fun  was  fet ;  the  night  came  on  apace,         115 
And  falling  dews  bewet  around  the  place  ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings. 
And  the  hoarfe  owl  his  woeful  dirges  fmgs; 
The  prudent  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late. 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  fate.  120 


THURwSDAY; 
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H  O  B  N  E  L  I  A. 

TTOBNELIA,  feated  in  a  dreary  vale, 
"^        In  penfive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  tale  ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  fighs  bemoan. 
And  pining  Echo  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 

I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day  I  trow,  .    ^ 

The  woeful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  woe  ! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight  he  hapt  to  love  ; 
The  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forfakes  the  plains.  30 

Return,  my  Lubberkin,  thefe  ditties  hear ; 
Spells  will  I  try,  and  fpells  fhall  eafe  my  care. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
<*  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.*' 

When  firft  the  year  I  heard  the  cuckow  fing,        15 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  fpring, 
I  ilraightway  fet  a-running  with  fuch  hafte, 
Deborah  that  won  the  fmock  fcarce  ran  fo  faft  ; 

Vcr.  8.     D/g/jt,  or  bed!ght^  from  the  Saxon  word  digbtany 
which  fignifics  to  Jet  in  ord<r, 

Tifl 
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Till  fpent  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown, 
Upon,  a  rifing  bank  I  fat  adown,  20 

Then  doff'd  my  fhoe,  and  by  my  troth,  I  fwear. 
Therein  I  fpy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair, 
As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue,. 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

*'  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

At  eve  laft  Midfummer  no  fleep  I  fought. 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-feed  brought ;,, 
I  fcatter'd  round  the  feed  on  every  fide, 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cry'd,  30 

**  This  hemp-feed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  fow, 
**  Who  (hall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  fhall  mow.*' 
I  fl:rait  look'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  fpeak  truth, 
With  his  keen  fcythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  grounds 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Laft  Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  paramours  with  mutual  chirpings  find  ; 
I  rearly  rofe,  juft  at  the  break  of  day. 
Before  the  fun  had  chas'd  the  ftars  away  ; .  40 

A-field  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew 
To  milk  my  kine  (for  fo  fhould  hufwives  do)  ; 
Thee  firft  I  fpy'd  ;  and  the  firft  fwain  we  fee, 
In  fpite  of  fortune,  fliall  our  true-love  be. 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take  ; .  45 

And  canft  thou  then  thy  fweetheart  dear  forfake  ? 

Ver.  21,  i)o^  and  dop!j  contraded  from  the  ^\"ords  d&  off  ind 
do  on. 

"  With 
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**  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  nie  thrice  around,  around,  around," 

Lafl  May-day  fair  I  fcarch'd  to  find  a  fnail, 
That  might  my  fccret  lover's  name  reveal.  50 

Upon  a  goofeberry-bufh  a  fnail  I  found 
(For  always  fnails  near  fweeteft  fruit  abound). 
I  feiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  fped. 
And  on  the  eartli  the  milk-white  embers  fpread. 
Slow  crawl'd  the  fnail,  and,  if  I  right  can  fpell,         ^^ 
In  the  foft  afhes  mark'd  a  curious  L  ; 
Oh,  may  this  wondrous  omen  lucky  prove  ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."        60 

Two  hazel-nuts  1  threw  into  the  flame, 
And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  fweetheart's  name  ; 
This  with  the  loudeft  bounce  me  fore  amaz'd. 
That  in  a  flame  of  brighteft  colour  blaz'd. 
Asl)laz'd  the  nut,  fo  may  thy  paflion  grow  ;  6^ 

For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  fo  brightly  glow. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
<*  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  peafecods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  to  fee 
One  that  was  clofely  fill'd  with  three  times  three,     'jm 
Which  when  I  cropp'd  I  fafely  home  convey 'd^ 
And  o'er  the  door  the  fpell  in  fecret  laid  ; 

Ver.    64. syw  y  Itt)  As'^^t^t  ^a,(pvav 

At9&>.  p(;   uq  avToc'ha.y.in,  iJLByx  •/.u.'iTirv^'.iTxaoc*   Thioc. 
Ver.  66. 
■*♦  Daphnis  mc  xnalus  urit,  ego  banc  in  Daphnidc."     Vi  r». 
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My  wheel  I  turn'd,  and  fung  a  ballad  new. 

While  from  the  fpindle  I  the  fleeces  drew  ; 

The  latch  mov'd  up,  when,  who  fhould  firft  come  in,  75 

But,  in  his  proper  perfon,  —  Lubberkin. 

I  broke  my  yarn,  furpris'd  the  fight  to  fee  ; 

Sure  fign  that  he  would  break  his  word  with  me. 

Eftfoons  I  join'd  it  with  my  wonted  flight : 

So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite  !  80 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
*'  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  Lady-fly  1  take  from  off  the  grafs, 
Whofe  fpotted  back  might  fcarlet  red  furpafs, 
<*  Fly,  Lady -bird,  North,  South,  or  Eaft,  or  Weft,  S^ 
**  Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  beft." 
He  leaves  my  hand ;  fee. to  the  Weft  he's  flown. 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithlefs  town. 

*'  With  my  fliarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
^*  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."       90 

I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round  again, 
My  fliepherd's  name  to  flourifli  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  th'  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head. 
Upon  the  grafs  a  perfeft  Z,  is  read ; 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  feen  g^ 

Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

"  With  my  ftiarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  pippin  fliall  another  trial  make. 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take  ;  100 


V«r.  93.  "  Tranfijue  caput  jace;  nc  refpexeris."  Viro. 

Tl 


This 
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This  on  my  cheek  for  Lubberkin  is  worn  ; 

And  Boobyclod  on  t'  other  fide  is  borne. 

But  Boobyclod  foon  drops  upon  the  ground, 

A  certain  token  that  his  love's  unfound  ; 

While  Lubberkin  fticks  firmly  to  the  lall :  1 05 

Oh  were  his  lips  to  m.ine  but  join'd  fo  faft ! 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  1  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
*'  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  Lubberkin  once  flept  beneath  a  tree, 
I  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  from  his  knee.  i  lO 

He  will  not  when  the  hempen  ftring  1  drew. 
Now  mine  I  quickly  doff,  of  inkle  blue. 
Together  faft  I  tye  the  garters  twain  ; 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  ft  rain  : 
*'  Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tye  fecure,  1 15 

"  Firm  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure  !  " 

"  With  my  fliarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  I  was  wont,  I  trudg'd  laft  market-day 
To  town,  with  new-laid  eggs  preferv'd  in  hay.         123 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night, 
My  purfe  grew  heavy,  and  my  baflcet  light. 
Strait  to  the  'pothecary's  ftiop  I  went. 
And  in  love-powder  all  my  money  fpent. 

Ver.    lOg, 

*'  Ne6le  tribus  nodis  ternos,  Amarylli,  colores : 

*'  Nedc,   Amarylli,  modoj  &  Veneris  die  vincula  ne(flo." 

ViRC. 

Ver.   123. 

"  Has  herbas,  atque  haec  Ponto  mihi  leda  venena 
*'  Ipfc  dedit  Mcsiis."  Viro. 

Behap 
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Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday  after  prayers,  1 25 

When  to  the  ale-houfe  Lubberkin  repairs, 

Thefe  golden  jl'ies  into  his  mug  I'll  throw. 

And  foon  the  fwain  with  fervent  love  fhall  glow. 

**  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the  ground, 
**  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around."     130 

•But  hold — our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  his  ears, 
O'er  yonder  ftile  fee  Lubberkin  appears. 
He  comes  !   he  comes  !   Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd, 
Nor  (hall  file  crown'd  with  willow  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  fwears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown  :   13  r 
Oh  dear  !   I  fall  adown,  adown,  adown  ! 

Ver.   127.  —  rioTov  xajiof  ayptoy  oiVw.  Theoc, 

Ver,   131. 
•«*  Nefcio  c[uid  certe  eft;  &  Hylax  in  limine  latrat,*'     Vi  ac. 


FRIDAY; 
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O    R, 

THE     DIRGE*. 
BUMKINET,     GRUBBING  L. 

BUMKINET. 

"^nTTHY,  Grubbi'nol,  dofl  thou  fo  ivi'ftful  fecm  ? 

^  ^      There's  forrow  in  thy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 
'Tis  true,  yon  oaks  with  yellow  tops  appear. 
And  chilly  blalls  begin  to  nip  the  year ; 
From  the  tall  elm  a  fhower  of  leaves  is  borne,  5 

And  their  loft  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 
Yet  ev'n  thiis  feafon  pleafance  blithe  affords. 
Now  the  fqueez'd  prefs  foams  with  our  apple  hoards. 
Come,  let  us  hie,  and  quaff  a  cheary  bowl. 
Let  cyder  new   "  waOi  forrow  from  thy  foul,'*  la 

Grubbinol. 
Ah,  Bumkinet !  fince  thou  from  hence  wert  gone. 
From  thefe  fad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown ; 

*  Dirge,  or  Dyrge,  a  mournful  ditty,  or  fong  of  lamentation, 
over  the  dead  ;  not  a  contraclion  of  the  Latin  Dinge  in  the 
Popidi  Hymn,  Dinge  grejfus  tneos^  as  fome  pretend.  But  from 
the  Teutonic  Dj/rke,  Laudare,  to  praife  and  extol.  Whence  it  is 
poflible  their  Dyrke,  and  our  Dirge,  was  a  laudatory  fong  to  com- 
memorate and  applaud  the  dead.  Cow  £  L  L  's  Interpreter. 
.    Vol.  XXXVI.                G  Should 
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Should  I  reveal  my  grief,  'twould  fpoil  thy  cheer, 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erflow  with  many  a  tear. 

BUMKINET. 

**  Hang  forrow  !"  Let's  to  yonder  hut  repair,      15 
And  with  trim  fonnets  "  cafh  away  our  care." 
**  Gillian  of  Croydon"  well  thy  pipe  can  play  : 
Thou  fing'fl:  moft  fweet,  "  O'er  hills  and  far  away.'* 
Of  "  Patient  Griffel"  I  devife  to  fmg,v 
And  catches  quaint  fnall  make  the  vallies  ring.  20 

Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  fhelter,  come  ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  fecurely  roam. 
Grubbinol. 

Yes,  blithfome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  fmg, 
But  with  my  woe  fliall  diftant  vallies  ring. 
The  tale  fhall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  head,    25 
For,  woe  is  me  ! — our  Blouzeiind  is  dead! 

BUMKINET. 

Is  Blouzelinda  dead  ?  farewell,  my  glee  ! 
No  happinefs  is  now  referv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  cooes  without  his  mate. 
So  fhall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fate.  3O 

Of  BlouzeHnda  fair  I  mean  to  tell. 
The  peerlefs  maid  that  did  all  maids  excel. 

Henceforth  the  morn  fhall  dewy  forrow  flied. 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grafs  be  fpread ; 

Vet.  15. 

**  Incipe,  Mopfe,  prior,  fi  quos  aut  Phyllldis  ignes 

*'  Aut  Alconis  habes  laudes,  aut  jurgia  Codri."  Vir«, 

Vcr.  ay.  GUe,  Joy;  from  the  Dutch  C/oonnf  to  recreate. 

The 
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The  rolling  ftreams  with  watery  grief  fliall  flow,       35 

And  winds  fliall  moan  aloud — when  loud  they  blow. 

Henceforth,  as  oft'  as  autumn  fliall  return, 

The  dropping  trees,  whene'er  it  rains,  fliall  mourn  ; 

The  feafon  quite  fliall  ftrip  the  country's  pride, 

Toy  'twas  in  autumn  Blouzelinda  dy'd.  40 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  Blouzelind  fliall  view, 
"Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  paflion  knew.   - — ' 
When  I  dire£l  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood, 
Frefii  rifing  forrow  curdles  in  my  blood. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damfel's  guide,  45 

When  rotten  fliicks  our  fuel  have  fupply'd  ; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  large 
Were  frequently  thefe  happy  flioulders  charge. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  hazel-boughs  adown, 
And  llufF'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  fo  brown  ;      50 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  mifs'd  their  way, 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feaft  of  acorns  lay ; 
Th'  untoward  creatures  to  the  llye  I  drove. 
And  whiilled  all  the  way — or  told  my  1o\t. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chance  to  hie,  55 

I  fliall  her  goodly  countenance  efpy ; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  feen, 
Set  off  with  kerchief  fl.arch'd  and  pinners  clean. 
Sometimes,  like  wax,  flie  rolls  the  butter  round. 
Or  with  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.  60 

Whilom  I've  feen  her  flcim  the  clouted  cream, 
And  prefs  from  fpungy  curds  the  milky  fl;ream  : 
But  now,  alas !  thefe  ears  fliall  hear  no  more  ■ 
The  whining  fwine  furround  the  daily  door  ;  ; 
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No  more  her  care  fliall  fill  the  hollow  tray,  65 

To  fat  the  guzzling  hogs  with  floods  of  whey. 
l.ament,  ye  fwine,  in  grunting  fpend  your  grief. 
For  you,  Hke  me,  have  loft  your  fole  rehef. 

When  in  the  barn  the  founding  flail  I  ply. 
Where  from  her  fieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly  ;      70 
The  poultry  there  will  feem  around  to  ftand. 
Waiting  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
No  fuccour  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find. 
For  they,  like  me,  have  loft  their  Blouzelind. 

Whenever  by  yon  barley-mow  I  pafs,  75 

Before  my  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lafs. 
I  pitched  the  flieaves,  (oh,  could  I  do  fo  now  !) 
Which  flie  in  rows  pil'd  on  the  growing  mow. 
There  every  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain'd. 
There  the  fweet  kifs  my  courtfliip  has  explain'd.       So 
Ah,  Blouzehnd  !  that  mow  I  ne'er  fliall  fee. 
But  thy  memorial  will  revive  in  me. 

Lament,  ye  fields,  and  rueful  fymptoms  fliow ; 
Henceforth  let  not  the  fmelling  primrofe  grow  ; 
Let  weeds,  Inftead  of  butter-flowers,  appear,  S^ 

And  meads,  inftead  of  daifies,  hemlock  bear  ; 
For  cowflips  fweet  let  dandelions  fpread  ; 
For  Blouzelinda,  blithfome  maid,  is  dead  ! 
Lament,  ye  fwains,  and  o'er  her  grave  bemoan. 
And  fpell  ye  right  this  verfe  upon  her  ftone :  90 

Ver.  84. 

*'  Pro  molli  viola,  pro  purpureo  narciflb, 

**  Carduus  Sc  fpinis  furgit  paliurus  acutis."  Virc. 

"Here 
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**  Here  Blouzelinda  lies — Alas,  alas  ! 

**  Weep,  fhepherds — and  remember  flcfh  is  grafs.'* 

Grubbinol. 

Albeit  thy  fongs  are  fweeter  to  mine  ear, 
Than  to  the  thirlly  cattle  rivers  clear ; 
Or  winter  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth,  9j^ 

Or  buns  and  fugar  to  the  damfePs  tooth  ; 
Yet  Blouzelinda's  name  fliall  tune  my  lay, 
Of  her  ril  fing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blouzehnd  expir'd,  the  wether's  bell 
Before  the  drooping  fiock  tolled  forth  her  knell ;     lOO 
The  folemn  death-watch  chck'd  the  hour  fhe  dyM, 
And  fhrilling  crickets  in  the  chimney  cry'd  ; 
The  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  fate, 
And  with  hoarfe  croaking  warn'd  us  of  her  fate  ; 
The  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred,       105 
Dropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fatal  inllant  dead ; 
.Swarm'd  on  a  rotten  ilick  the  bees  I  fpy'd, 
"Which  eril  I  faw  when  Goody  Dobfoi;i  dy'd. 

How  fhall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate. 
When  on  her  darhng's  bv?d  her  mother  fate  !  no 

Ver.  90. 

*'  Et  tumulum  facite,  &  tumulo  fuperaddite  carmen,"    Vi  r  g. 

Ver.   93. 

"  Tale  tuiim  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 

*'  QjJale  fopor  feflis  in  gramine  :   quale  per  asftum 

*'  Dulcis  aquae  faliente  fitim  rellinguere  rivo. 

*'  Nos  tamen  haec  quocunque  modo  tibi  noftra  vicifTim 

*'  Dicemus,  Daphninque  tuum  tollemus  ad  aftra."      Vi  r  c. 

Ver.  96.     An  imitation  of  Theocritus. 
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Thefe  words  the  dying  Blouzelinda  fpoke, 
And  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke  : 

"  Mother,  quoth  fhe,  let  not  the  poultry  need, 
And  give  the  goofe  wherev^ath  to  raife  her  breed  : 
Be  thefe  my  filler's  care — and  every  morn  1 1 5 

Amid  the  ducklings  let  her  fcatter  corn  ; 
The  fickly  calf  that's  hous'd  be  fure  to  tend, 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
Yet  ere  I  die — fee,  mother,  yonder  fhelf, 
There  fecretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.  12& 

Twenty  good  fhillings  in  a  rag  I  laid  ; 
Be  ten  the  Parfon's,  for  my  fermon  paid. 
The  reft  is  yours — my  fpinning-wheel  and  rake 
Let  Sufan  keep  for  her  dear  fifter's  fake  ; 
My  new  ftraw  hat,  that's  trimly  lin'd  with  green,  125 
Let  Peggy  wear,  for  (he's  a  damfel  clean. 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvefts  try'd, 
Be  Grubbinol's — ^this  filver  ring  befide  : 
Three  filver  pennies,  and  a  nine-pence  bent, 
A  token  kind  to  Bumkinet  is  fent."  1 30 

Thus  fpoke  the  maiden,  while  the  mother  cry'd  ; 
And  peaceful,  like  the  harmlcfs  lamb,  flie  dy'd. 

To  ftiow  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near 
FoUow'd  with  wiftful  look  the  damfel's  bien 
Sprigg'd  rofemary  the  lads  and  laffes  bore,  I35 

While  dlfmally  the  Parfon  walk'd  before. 
LTpon  her  grave  the  rofemary  they  threw, 
The  daifie,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

After  the  good  man  warn'd  us  from  his  text. 
That  none  could  tell  whofe  turn  would  be  the  next ; 
6  He 
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He  faid,  that  Heaven  would  take  her  foul,  no  doubt, 
And  fpoke  the  hour-ghifs  in  her  pralfe — quite  out. 

To  her  fweet  memory,  flowery  garlands  ftrunt^, 
O'er  her  now  empty  feat  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  we  fenc'd  her  tomb  around,         145 
To  ward  from  man  and  beaft  the  hallow'd  ground  ; 
Left  her  new  grave  the  Parfon's  cattle  raze. 
For  both  his  horfe  and  cow  the  church-yard  graze. 

Now  we  trudg'd  homeward  to  her  mother's  farm, 
To  drink  new  cyder  mull'd,  with  ginger  warm.       15a 
For  Gaffer  Treadwell  told  us,  by  the  bye, 
**  ExcefTive  forrow  is  exceeding  diy." 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  tlieir  curled  brow, 
Or  lafles  with  foft  llroakings  milk  the  cow  ; 
While  paddling  ducks  the  Handing  lake  defire,       155 
Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  finking  mire  ; 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  hillocks  raife  ; 
So  long  fhall  fwains  tell  Blouzelinda's  praife. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  ftrain, 
Till  bonny  Sufan  fped  acrofs  the  plain.  160 

They  feiz'd  the  lafs  in  apron  clean  array'd. 
And  to  the  ale-houfe  forc'd  the  willing  maid ; 
In  ale  and  kifles  they  forget  their  cares, 
And  Sufan  Blouzelinda's  lofs  repairs. 

Ver.   153. 

*'  Dum  juga  montis  aper,  fiuvios  dum  pifcis  amabit, 

*'  Dumque  thymo  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  cicadae, 

"  Semper  honos,  nomcnque  tuum,  laudeAjue  manebunt. " 

ViRG. 
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QUBLIMER  ftrains,  OrufticMufe!  prepare; 

^  Forget  awhile  the  barn  and  dairy's  care  ; 

Thy  homely  voice  to  loftier  numbers  raife, 

The  drunkard's  flights  require  fonorous  lays ; 

With  Bowzybeus'  fongs  exalt  thy  verfe,  5 

While  rocks  and  woods  the  various  notes  rehearfe, 

'Twas  in  the  feafon  when  the  reapers'  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harvell  'gan  to  rid  the  foil ; 
Wide  through  the  field  was  feen  a  goodly  rout. 
Clean  damfels  bound  the  gathered  {heaves  about ;      is* 
The  lads  with  fharpen'd  hook  and  fweating  brow 
Cut  down  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Sufan  fteps  afide. 
She  feign'd  her  coat  or  garter  was  unty'd  ; 
Whate'er  ihe  did,  flie  ftoop'd  adovv'n  unfeen,  1^ 

And  merry  reapers  what  they  lift  will  ween. 
Soon  (he  rofe  up,  and  cry'd  with  voice  fo  fhrill. 
That  echo  anfwer'd  from  the  diftant  hill ; 
The  youths  and  damfels  ran  to  Sufan's  aid, 
Who  thought  fome  adder  had  the  lafs  difmay'd.       20 

When 
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.  When  fall  afleep  they  Bowzybeus  fpy'd, 
His  hat  and  oaken  llafF  lay  clofe  befide  ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who  could  fweetly  fing, 
Or  with  the  rofin'd  bow  torment  the  firing  ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  fingers  fpeed,  25 

Could  call  foft  warbhngs  from  the  breathing  reed  ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  jocund  tongue, 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  fung  : 
They  loudly  laugh  to  fee  the  damfePs  fright. 
And  In  difport  furround  the  drunken  wight.  30 

Ah,  Bowzybee,  why  didfl  thou  ilay  fo  long  ? 
The  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wondrous  (Irong  ! 
Thou  (hould'il  have  left  the  Fair  before  'twas  night ; 
But  thou  fat'ft  toping  till  the  morning  hght. 

Cicely,  briflc  maid,  fteps  forth  before  the  rout,      3^ 
Aad  kifs'd  with  fmacking  lip  the  fnoaring  lout : 
(For  cuftom  fays,  "  Whoe'er  this  venture  proves, 
**  For  fuch  a  kifs  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 
By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  grows, 
And  plays  a  tickling  llraw  within  his  nofe.  40 

He  rubs  his  nollril,  and  In  wonted  joke 
The  fneering  fvvalns  with  ilammering  fpeech  befpoke  : 
To  you,  my  lads,  I'll  fmg  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids — I've  fomething  elfe  in  {lore. 

Ver.  22. 

"  Serta  procul  tantum'capiti  delapfa  jacebant."  Viae. 
Ver.  40. 

'*  Sanguineis  frontem  moris  &  tempora  pingit."  Vi  rc, 
Ver.  43. 

*'  Carmina,  quae  vultis,  cognofcite :  carmina  vobis ; 

**  Huic  aliud  mercedis  erit."  Virc. 

No 
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No  fooner  'gan  he  raife  his  tuneful  fongy  45 

But  lads  and  laffes  round  about  him  throng. 
Not  ballad-finger  plac'd  above  the  crowd 
Sings  with  a  note  fo  (lirilling  fweet  and  loud  ; 
Nor  parifh-clerk,  who  calls  the  pfalm  fo  clear, 
Like  Bowzybeus  fooths  th'  attentive  ear.  50 

Of  Nature's  laws  his  carols  firft  begun, 
Why  the  grave  ovi^l  can  never  face  the  fun. 
For  owls,  as  fwains  obferve,  deteft  the  light, 
And  only  fing  and  feek  their  prey  by  night. 
How  turnips  hide  their  fwelling  heads  below  ;  ^^ 

And  how  the  clofmg  coleworts  upwards  grow  ; 
How  Will-a-wifp  mifleads  night-faring  clowns 
O'er  hills,  and  finking  bogs,  and  pathlefs  downs. 
Of  ftars  he  told,  that  flioot  with  fhining  trail. 
And  of  the  glow-worm's  light  that  gilds  his  tail.    '60 
He  fung  where  wood-cocks  in  the  fummer  feed. 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  their  breed 
(Some  think  to  northern  coafts  their  flight  they  tend, 
Or  to  the  moon  in  midnight  hours  afcend)  ; 
Where  fwallows  in  the  winter's  feafon  keep,  (">5 

And  how  the  drowfy  bat  and  dormoufe  flcep ; 

Ver.  47. 

*'  Nee  tantum  Phosbo  gaudet  ParnafTia  rupes : 

**  Nee  tantum  Rhodope  mirantur  &  Ifmarus  Orphea." 

ViRG. 

Ver.  51.    Our  fvvain  had  poflibly  read  TufTer,   from  whence  he 
jnight  have  coUeded  thefe  philofophical  obfervations  : 
*<  Nam^ue  canebat,  uti  magnum  per  inane  coacta,"  &c. 

How 
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How  Nature  does  the  puppy's  eyelid  clofe 
Till  the  bright  fun  has  nine  times  fet  and  rcfc 
(For  huntfmen  by  their  long  experience  find, 
That  puppies  ftill  nine  rolling  funs  are  bhnd).  'J9 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  fings  of  fairs  and  fhows. 
For  llill  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arofe. 
How  pedlars'  ftalls  with  glittering  toys  are  laid, 
The  various  fairings  of  the  countr)'--maid. 
Long  filken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine,  75 

And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  fhine  ; 
How  the  tight  lafs  knives,  combs,  and  fciffars  fpies, 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  defiring  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  told, 
Where  filver  fpoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold.       80 
The  lads  and  lafles  trudge  the  flreet  along. 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  fong. 
The  mountebank  now  treads  the  ftage,  and  fells 
His  pills,  his  balfams,  and  his  ague-fpells  ; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  fprlngs,  Sj; 

And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  fwlngs  ; 
Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-colour'd  jacket 
TofTes  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet. 
Of  raree-fhows  he  fung,  and  Punch's  feats, 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cheats.     90 

Then  fad  he  fung  "  the  Children  in  the  Wood  :" 
(Ah,  barbarous  uncle,  flaln'd  with  Infant  blood  !) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  defarts  wild. 
And  fearlefs  at  the  glittering  faulchion  fmll'd  ; 
Their  little  corpfe  the  robin-red-breads  found,  95 

And  flrow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
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(Ah  gentle  birds  !  if  this  verfe  lafls  fo  long. 
Your  names  fhall  live  for  ever  in  my  fong.) 

For  "  Buxom  Joan"  he  fung  the  doubtful  flrife, 
How  the  fly  failor  made  the  maid  a  wife.  109 

To  louder  ftrains  he  rais'd  his  voice,  to  tell 
What  woeful  wars  in  "  Chevy-chace"  befell, 
When  "  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and  horn, 
**  Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn  !" 
Ah,  Witherington,  more  years  thy  life  had  crown'd,  105 
If  thou  hadft  never  heard  the  horn  or  hound  ! 
Yet  (hall  the  Squire,  who  fought  on  bloody  Humps, 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps. 

"  All  in  the  land  of  EfTex"  next  he  chaunts. 
How  to  fleek  mares  ftarch  Quakers  turn  gallants  :   1 1 Q 
How  the  grave  brother  flood  on  bank  fo  green—— 
Happy  for  him  if  mares  had  never  been  ! 

Then  he  was  feiz'd  with  a  religious  qualm. 
And  on  a  fudden  fung  the  hundredth  pfalm. 
,  He  fung  of  "  TafFey  Welch,"  and  "  Sawney  Scot," 
«  Lilly-bullero"  and  the  "  Irifli  Trot." 

Ver.  97. 

**  Fortunati  ambo,  fl  quid  mea  carmina  pofTunt, 

*'  Nulla  dies  uncjuam  memori  vos  eximet  aevo. "       Virc. 

Ver.  99.    A  Song  in  the  Comedy  of  "  Love  for  Love,"  begin- 
»ing  **  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor,"  &:c. 

Ver.   109.     A  Song  of  Sir  J.  Denham's.     See  his  Poems. 

Ver.   112. 

*»  Et  fortunatam,  fi  nun^uam  armenta  fuiffent, 

*' Pafiphaen."  Virc. 

Why 
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Why  fhoiild  I  tell  of  "  Batcman,"  or  of  "  Shore," 
Or  "  Wantley's  Dragon"  flain  by  valiant  Moore, 
"  The  Bower  of  Rofamond,"  or  "  Robin  Hood," 
And  how  the  "  grafs   now  grows  where  Troy  town 
"flood?"  I2» 

His  carols  ceas'd  :  the  liflening  maids  and  fwalns 
Seem  ftill  to  hear  fome  foft  imperfeft  ftrains. 
Sudden  he  rofe  ;  and,  as  he  reels  along, 
Swears  kifies  fweet  (hould  well  reward  his  fong. 
The  damfels  laughing  fly  :  the  giddy  clown  125 

Again  upon  a  wheat-fheaf  drops  adown  ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  fleep  attends. 
Till,  ruddy,  like  his  face,  the  fun  defcends. 

Vet.   117.     "  Quid  loquar  aut  Scyllam  Nifi,  &c."      ViRC, 
V«j.   117 — 120.    Old  Englifh  ballads. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  world,  I  believe,  will  take  fo  little  notice  of 
ine,  that  I  need  not  take  much  of  it.  The  critics 
may  fee  by  this  poem,  that  I  walk  on  foot,  which 
probably  may  fave  me  from  their  envy.  1  fliould  be 
forry  to  raife  that  pallion  in  men  whom  I  am  fo  much 
obliged  to,  fince  they  allow  me  an  honour  hitherto 
only  fhewn  to  better  writers,  That  of  denying  me  to 
be  the  author  of  my  own  works. 

Gentlemen,  if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poem  good 
enough  to  difpleafe  you,  and  if  it  be  any  advantage 
to  you  to  afcribe  it  to  fome  perfon  of  greater  merit  5 
I  fhall  acquaint  you,  for  your  comfort,  that,  among 
many  other  obligations,  I  owe  feveral  hints  of  it  to 
Dr.  Swift.  And,  if  you  will  fo  far  continue  your  fa- 
vour as  to  write  agalnft  it,  I  beg  you  to  oblige  me  iij 
accepting  the  following  motto  : 

t(  —  Non  tu,  in  tri-viis,  indo6le,  folebas 

*<  Strident],  miferum,  ftipula,  difperdere  carmen :'' 


'^^ 
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TRIVIA. 

BOOK        I. 

OF    THE   IMPLEMENTS    FOR    WALKING    THE    STREETS, 
AND    SIGNS    OF    THE    WEATHER. 

npH ROUGH  winter  flreets  to  fleer  your  courfe 
-*-  aright, 

How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  fafe  by  night ; 
How  joftling  crowds  with  prudence  to  decline. 
When  to  aflert  the  wall,  and  when  rcfign, 
I  fing  ;  Thou,  Trivia,  Goddefs,  aid  my  fong,  ^ 

Through  fpacious  ftreets  conduft  thy  bard  along  ; 
By  thee  tranfported,  I  fecurely  llray 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  filent  court  and  opening  fquare  explore, 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before.  10 

To  pave  thy  realm,  and  fmooth  the  broken  ways, 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays ; 
For  thee  the  fturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground, 
Wliilil  every  ftroke  his  labouring  lungs  refound  j 
For  thee  the  fcaVenger  bids  kennels  glide  i^ 

Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubfide. 
My  youthful  bofom  bums  with  thirft  of  fame, 
From  the  great  theme  to  build  a  glorious  name, 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown, 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civic  crown  :  23 

H  4  But 
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But  more  my  country's  love  demands  my  lays ; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praife  ! 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  Hands  rejoice. 
And  "  clean  your  fhoes"  refounds  from  every  voice; 
"When  late  their  miry  fides  ftage-coaches  fliow,  25 

And  their  flifF  horfes  through  the  tov^'n  move  flow; 
W^hen  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies, 
And  damfels  firft  renev^  their  oyfter-cries  : 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  fhoes  provide, 
Not  of  the  Spanifh  or  Morocco  hide ;  30 

The  wooden  heel  may  raife  the  dancer's  bound, 
And  with  the  fcallop'd  top  his  ftep  be  crown 'd  : 
X.et  firm,  well-hammer'd  foles  proteft  thy  feet 
Through  freezing  fnows,  and  rains,  and  foaking  fleet. 
Should  the  big  laft  extend  the  fhoe  too  wide,  35 

Each  ftone  will  wrench  th'  unwary  ftep  afide  ; 
The  fudden  turn  may  ftretch  the  fwelling  vein, 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain  ; 
And,  when  too  fhort  the  modifh  fhoes  are  worn, 
You'll  judge  the  feafons  by  your  fhooting  corn.        49 

Nof  fhould  it  prove  thy  lefs  important  care. 
To  choofe  a  proper  coat  for  winter*s  wear^ 
Now  In  thy  trunk  thy  D'Oily  habit  fold, 
The  filken  drugget  111  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak'd  with  rain,  45 

And  fhowers  foon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain  ; 
True  Witney  *  broad-cloth,  with  Its  fhag  unfhorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  In  the  lafting  tempeft  worn  : 

*  A  town  in  Oxfordfhire* 

Be 
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Be  this  the  horfcman's  fence,  for  who  would  wear 

Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  Ruflia's  bear  ?  50 

Within  the  roquelaure's  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent, 

Hands,  that,  ilretch'd  forth,  invading  harms  prevent. 

Let  the  loop'd.bavaroy  the  fop  embrace. 

Or  his  deep  cloak  befpatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 

That  garment  beil  the  winter's  rage  defends,  55 

Whofe  ample  form  without  one  plait  depends ; 

By  various  names  *  in  various  counties  known, 

Yet  held  in  all  the  true  furtout  alone  ; 

Be  thine  of  kerfey  firm,  though  fmall  the  coll:, 

Then  brave  unwet  the  rain,  unchill'd  the  froft.  60 

If  the  ftrong  cane  fupport  thy  walking  hand,. 
Chairmen  no  longer  fhall  the  wall  command  ; 
Ev'n  fturdy  carmen  fliall  thy  nod  obey. 
And  rattling  coaches  flop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  fhall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright,  6^ 

Tlx)Ugh  not  one  glaring  lamp  enHven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipt  produce  ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  fhow,  but  thine  for  ufe. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  eafe, 
And  lazily  infure  a  life's  difeafe  ;  yo 

While  fofter  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's  f ,  affemblies,  or  the  play  ; 
Rofy-complexion'd  health  thy  fleps  attends, 
And  exercife  thy  lading  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choiceft  gifts  profane  ;       75 
Thus  fome  beneath  their  arm  fupport  the  cane  ; 

*  A  Jofeph,  Wrap-rafcal,  Sec. 

i  A  chocolate-houfe  in  St.  James's  ftrcct. 

The 


ro6  G    A    Y'S     POEMS. 

The  dirty  point  oft  checks  tlie  carelefs  pace. 

And  miiy  fpots  the  clean  cravat  difgrace. 

Oh  !  may  I  never  fuch  misfortune  meet ! 

May  no  fuch  vicious  walkers  crowd  the  ftreet !  8® 

May  Providence  o'erfhade  me  with  her  wings, 

While  the  bold  Mufe  experienc'd  danger  fings ! 

Not  that  I  wander  from  my  native  home, 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  cities  roam. 
Let  Paris  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  Mufe,  Sj 

Where  Slavery  treads  the  flreets  in  wooden  flioes. 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgians  frozen  clime, 
And  teach  the  clumfy  boor  to  i]<:ate  in  rhyme  ; 
Where,  if  the  warmer  clouds  in  rain  defcend, 
No  miry  ways  induftrious  fteps  offend  ;  90 

The  rufhing  flood  from  Hoping  pavements  pours. 
And  blackens  the  canals  with  dirty  fhowers. 
Let  others  Naples'  fmoother  llreets  rehearfe. 
And  with  proud  Roman  ftrudlures  grace  their  verfe, 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  night  with  groans, 
And  blood  in  purple  torrents  dyes  the  ftones. 
Nor  fhall  the  Mufe  through  narrow  Venice  flray. 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  oars  difplay. 
O  happy  llreets !  to  rumbling  wheels  unknown. 
No  carts,  no  coaches,  fliake  the  floating  town  !        lOO 
Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  city  blefs'd. 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  fons  pofiefs'd  ; 
Coaches  and  chariots  yet  unfafhion'd  lay, 
Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way  : 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town,  105 

And  tuck'd-up  petticoats  fecur'd  her  gown  ; 

Her 
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Her  rofy  cheek  with  diftant  vifits  glow'd. 

And  exercife  unartful  charms  beftow'd  : 

But  fince  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  bound. 

And  a  long  training  mantua  fwecps  the  ground,     1 1& 

Her  flioe  difdains  the  ftreet ;  the  lazy  fair 

With  narrow  ftep  affefts  a  limping  air. 

Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavifh  age, 

And  the  ftreets  flame  with  glaring  equipage  ; 

The  tricking  gamefter  infolently  rides,  1 1  r 

With  Loves  and  Graces  on  his  chariot  fides  ; 

In  faucy  ftate  the  griping  broker  fits. 

And  laughs  at  honefty  and  trudging  wits. 

For  you,  O  honeft  men,  thefe  ufeful  lays 

The  Mufe  prepares  ;  I  feek  no  other  praife.  120 

When  fleep  is  firll  difturb'd  by  morning  cries ; 
From  fure  prognoilicks  learn  to  know  the  (lues, 
Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complain; 
Surprised  in  dreary  fogs,  or  driving  rain. 
When  fufFocating  mifts  obfcure  the  morn,  12C' 

Let  thy  worft  wig,  long  us'd  to  ftorms,  be  worn ; 
This  knows  the  povvder'd  footman,  and  with  care 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  fecures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  feafon  juftly  dreft. 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  froft  with  open  brcaft  ;        130 
And,  when  the  burfting  clouds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  furtout  defend  the  drenching  fhower. 

The  changing  weather  certain  figns  reveal. 
Ere  winter  flieds  her  fnow,  or  frofts  congeal, 
You'll  fee  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  afpire,  135" 

And  fulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rifing  fire ; 

Your 
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Your  tender  fhins  the  fcorching  heat  decline. 

And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine ; 

Before  her  kitchen  hearth,  the  nodding  dame, 

In  flannel  mantle  wrapt,  enjoys  the  flame  ;  14© 

Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  ftie  bends. 

And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  afcends. 

Nor  do  lefs  certain  figns  the  town  advife 
Of  milder  weather  and  ferener  fl<:ies. 
The  ladies,  gaily  drefs'd,  the  Mall  adorn-  14^ 

With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  funny  morn  : 
The  wanton  fawns  with  friiking  pleafure  range, 
And  chirping  fparrows  greet  the  welcome  change ; 
*  Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  fl<:ill  are  fraught. 
Endued  by  inftindl,  or  by  reafon  taught :  150 

The  feafons  operate  on  every  breaft  ; 
'Tis  hence  the  fawns  are  brifl<:,  and  ladies  dreft. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  fnores, 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares ;  when  tavern  doors 
The  chairmen  idly  crowd  ;  then  ne'er  refufe  155 

To  trufl  thy  bufy  fteps  in  thinner  flioes. 

But  when  the  fwinging  figns  your  ears  offend 
With  creaking  noife,  then  rainy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  fliall  the  kennels  fwell  with  rapid  fl:reams. 
And  rufh  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames.  160 

The  bookfeller,  whofe  fliop's  an  open  fquare, 
Forefees  the  tempefli,  and  with  early  care 

*  *'  Haud  equidem  credo,  quia  fit  divinitus  illis 
**  Ingenium,  aut  rerum  fato  prudentia  major.'* 

ViKc.  Gcorg.  i. 

Of 
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Of  learning  ftrips  the  rails ;  the  rowing  crew. 

To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue ; 

On  hofiers'  poles  depending  (lockings  ty'd  i6^ 

Flag  with  the  flackcn'd  gale  from  fide  to  fide  ; 

Church-monuments  foretel  the  changing  air. 

Then  Niobe  diflblves  into  a  tear. 

And  fweats  with  facrcd  grief;  you'll  hear  the  founds 

Of  whiftling  winds,  ere  kennels  break  their  bounds; 

Ungrateful  odours  common-fhores  diffufe, 

And  dropping  vaults  diftil  unwholefome  dews. 

Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  fmoaking  fhower, 

And  fpouts  on  heedlefs  men  their  toiTcnts  pour. 

All  fuperftition  from  thy  breaft  repel :  175 

Let  credulous  boys  and  prattling  nurfes  tell, 
How,  if  the  feftival  of  Paul  be  clear, 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  fliall  ftrew  the  year ; 
When  the  dark  flcies  difiblve  in  fnow  or  rain, 
The  labouring  hind  fhall  yoke  the  fleer  in  vain  ;     1 80 
But,  if  the  threatening  winds  in  tempefls  roar. 
Then  war  fhall  bathe  her  wafteful  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feafl  the  welkin  lours. 
And  ever)'  penthoufe  ftreams  with  hafty  fhowers. 
Twice  twenty  days  (hall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain,      1 85 
And  wa(h  the  pavements  with  ince(rant  rain. 
Let  not  fuch  vulgar  tales  debafe  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  Mufe  defpife. 
And  flight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  (kies,  190 

Others  you'll  fee,  when  all  the  town's  afloat, 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  a  kerfey  coat, 

Or 
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Or  double-bottom'd  frieze  ;  their  guarded  feet 

Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  ftreet ; 

While  you,  with  hat  unloop'd,  the  fury  dread        ig^ 

Of  fpouts  high  ftreaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 

Shun  every  dafliing  pool,  or  idly  flop, 

To  feek  the  kind  prote6lion  of  a  fhop. 

But  bufinefs  fummons  ;  now  with  hafty  feud 

You  jottle  for  the  wall ;  the  fpatter'd  mud  206 

Hides  all  thy  hofe  behind  ;  in  vain  you  fcower, 

Thy  wig,  alas  !  uncurPd,  admits  the  fhower. 

So  fierce  Alefto's  fnaky  treffes  fell. 

When  Orpheus  charm'd  the  rigorous  powers  of  hell ; 

Or  thus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew        205; 

Clotted  and  ftrait,  when  firft  his  amorous  view 

Surpris'd  the  bathing  fair  ;  the  frighted  maid 

Now  {lands  a  rock,  transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Good  houfewives  all  the  winter's  rage  defpife, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  difguife  ;  210 

Or,  underneath  th'  umbrella's  oily  fhed, 
Safe  through  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
L.et  Perfian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  difplay. 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  funny  ray; 
Or  fweating  flaves  fupport  the  fhady  load,  215 

When  eaftern  monarchs  fhow  their  Hate  abroad : 
Britain  in  winter  only  knows  its  aid. 
To  guard  from  chilly  fhowers  the  walking  maid. 
But,  O !  forget  not,  Mufe,  the  patten's  praife, 
That  female  implement  fhall  grace  thy  lays ;  220 

Say  from  what  art  divine  th'  invention  came, 
A)id  from  its  origin  deduce  its  name. 

Where 
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Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  foil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  livM,  grown  white  with  toil; 
One  only  daughter  blcfs'd  his  nuptial  bed,  22^ 

^\nio  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed  : 
Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  flie  bore. 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more, 
Whilil  on  her  father's  knee  the  damfel  play'd, 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  fmiling  maid ;  23a 

As  years  increased,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew. 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  grey-ey'd  morning  flreaks  the  (Ivies, 
And  in  the  doubtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  houfewife  bears,  235 

And  finging  to  the  diftant  field  repairs  ; 
And,  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  fpread, 
The  milky  burthen  fmokes  upon  her  head. 
Deep  through  a  miry  lane  flie  pick'd  her  way, 
Above  her  ancle  rofe  the  chalky  clay.  240 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpies, 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes  : 
He  faw,  he  lov'd  ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah,  Mulciber  !    recal  thy  nuptial  vows,  245 

Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  fpoufe. 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhaufted  charms, 
And  canft  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms  ? 

The  Lemnian  Power  forfakes  the  realms  above. 
His  bofom  glowing  with  terreftrial  love  :  25^ 

Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found  ; 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  th'  unwholefome  ground. 

6  Here 
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Here  fmokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  finew}'-  arm/ 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm  : 
Around  his  (hop  the  fteely  fparkles  flew,  255 

As  for  the  fteed  he  fhap'd  the  bending  Ihoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  refts,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales,  flie  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  refift.  the  force  of  praife  ?  26Q 

At  iirfl:  fhe  coyly  every  kifs  v^^ithftood, 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flufliM  with  modefl:  blood  ; 
With  headlefs  nails  he  now  furrounds  her  flioes, 
To  fave  her  fteps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,  his  prefents  wore,         265 
And  granted  kifles,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  flie  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofe  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  luflire  boafl:, 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  voice  is  loft.        270 

This  Vulcan  faw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fancy  wrought. 
Above  the  mire  her  flielter'd  fteps  to  raife. 
And  bear  her  fafely  through  the  wintery  ways. 
Strait  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows,  275 

And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rofe. 
No  more  her  lungs  ar-e  fliook  with  dropping  rheums, 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  God  obtained  his  fuit :  though  flattery  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  virtue  muft  prevail.  280 

The  patten  now  fupports  each  frugal  dame, 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 

TRIVIA. 
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TRIVIA. 

BOOK    ir. 

OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  BY  DAY. 

npHUS  far  the  Miife  has  trac'd  in  ufeful  lays 
The  proper  implements  for  wintery  ways  ; 
Has  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes, 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  flvies  : 
Now  venture,  Mufe,  from  home  to  range  the  town,   5 
And  for  the  public  fafety  riflv  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  difpatch,  the  morning's  bed ; 
No  tides  of  pafTengers  the  ftreets  moled. 
You'll  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there, 
From  Billingfgate  her  fifliy  traffick  bear  ;  10 

On  doors  the  fallow  milk-maid  chaiks  her  gains  : 
Ah  !   liow  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains  ! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  affes  bray. 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way  ; 
Thefii  grave  phyficians  with  their  milky  chear  15 

The  love-fick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair ; 
Here  rows  of  drummers  ftand  in  martial  file, 
And  with  their  vellum  thunder  (hake  the  pile, 
To  greet  the  new-made  bride.     Are  founds  like  thefe 
The  proper  prelude  to  a  ilate  of  peace  ?  20 

Now  indullry  awakes  her  bufy  fons  ; 
Full-charg'd  with  news  the  breathkfs  hawker  runs : 

Vol.  XXXVI,  I  Shops 
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Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  fhake  the  grounal, 
And  all  the  ftreets  with  pafling  cries  refound. 

If  cloth'd  in  black  you  tread  the  bufy  town,         2^ 
Or  if  diilinguifti'd  by  the  reverend  gown, 
Three  trades  avoid  :  oft'  in  the  mingling  prefs 
The  barber's  apron  foils  the  fable  drefs  ; 
Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  let  the  baker's  ftep  advance  too  nigh.  30 

Ye  walkers  too,  that  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  fullying  trades  avoid  with  equal  care  : 
The  little  chimney-fweeper  fl^ulks  along, 
And  marks  with  footy  ftains  the  heedlefs  throng  ; 
"When  fmall-coal  murmurs  in  the  hoarfer  throat,       35 
From  fmutty  dangers  guard  thy  threaten'd  coat ; 
The  duftman's  cart  offends  thy  clothes  and  eyes. 
When  through  the  ftreet  a  cloud  of  afhes  flies ; 
But,  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn. 
The  chandler's  ball^et,  on  his  fhoulder  borne,  40 

With  tallow  fpots  thy  coat ;  refign  the  way. 
To  ihun  the  furly  butcher's  greafy  tray, 
Butchers,  whofe  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul  ftain. 
And  always  foremoft  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  due  civilities  be  ftritlly  paid  :  4^ 

The  wall  furrender  to  the  hooded  maid ; 
Kor  let  thy  ftuidy  elbow's  hafty  rage 
Jollle  the  feeble  Heps  of  trembling  age : 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load, 
And  pants  for  breath,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road.    50 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direft  ; 
And  from  the  prefling  throng  the  lame  prdtedt. 

6  You'H 
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You'll  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  nlcefl  tread, 
Wliofe  mantling  peruke  veils  liis  empty  head; 
At  ever)-^  (lep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lofe,  ^^ 

And  rifles,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  fhoes; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pafs  with  caution  by, 
Left  from  his  fhoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
But  when  the  bully,  with  affuming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edgM  round  with  tarnifh'd  lace,  6» 
Yield  not  the  way,  defy  his  ftrutting  pride, 
And  thruft  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  fide  ; 
He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppofe, 
But  mutters  coward  curfes  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  bufinefs  to  a  ftreet  unknown,  65 

Let  the  fworn  porter  point  thee  through  the  town  ; 
Be  fure  obferve  the  figns,  for  figns  remain 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Thofe  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  Heps  aftray  ;  70 

Aflv  the  grave  tradefman  to  direfl:  thee  right, 
He  ne'er  deceives — ^but  when  he  profits  by't. 

Where  fam'd  St.  Giles's  ancient  limits  fpread, 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  its  lofty  head, 
Here  to  feven  ftreets  feven  dials  count  the  day,  7j; 

And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft'  the  peafant,  with  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place  ; 
He  dwells  on  every  fign  with  ftupid  gaze, 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze,  80 

Tries  every  winding  court  and  flreet  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  fteps  again. 

I  2      .  Th  IS 
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Thus  hardy  Thefeus  with  Intrepid  feet 

Travers'd  the  dangerous  labyrinth  of  Crete  ; 

But  ftill  the  wandering  paffes  forc'd  his  ftay,  85 

Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 

But  do  not  thou,  hke  that  bold  chief,  confide 

Thy  venturous  footfteps  to  a  female  guide  ; 

She'll  lead  thee  with  delufive  fmiles  along, 

Dive  in  thy  fob,  and  drop  thee  in  the  throng.  90 

When  waggifli  boys  the  ftunted  beefom  ply^ 
To  rid  the  flabby  pavement,  pafs  not  by 
Ere  thou  haft  held  their  hands  ;  fome  heedlefs  flirt 
WiU  overfpread  thy  calves  with  fpattering  dirt. 
Where  porters  hogflieads  roll  from  carts  aflope,         95 
Or  brewers  down  fteep  cellars  ftretch  the  rope, 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  toft^ 
Stay  thy  rafli  ftep,  and  walk  without  the  poft. 

What  though  the  gathering  mire  thy  feet  befmear, 
The  voice  of  induftry  is  always  near.  1 00 

Hark  !   the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  deftin'd  ftand, 
And  the  fhoe  ftiines  beneath  his  oily  hand. 
Here  let  the  Mufe,  fatigued  amid  the  throng, 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digreffive  fong  ; 
Of  flilrtlefs  youths  the  fecret  rife  to  trace,  105 

And  fhew  the  parent  of  the  fable  race. 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove  (grown  fond  of  change) 
Of  old  was  vv'ont  this  nether  v^'orld  to  range. 
To  feek  amours  ;  the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd 
Soon  through  the  wide  ethereal  court  improv'd  :     lio 
And  ev'n  the  proudeft  Goddefs  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  fons  of  men  ; 

To 
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To  vulgar  deities  defcends  the  fafhion. 

Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  paflion. 

Then  *  Cloacina  (Goddefs  of  the  tide,  1 15 

Whofc  fable  ilreams  beneath  the  city  glide) 

Indulg'd  the  modifh  flame ;  the  town  fhe  rovM, 

A  mortal  fcavenger  (lie  faw,  fhe  lov'd ; 

The  muddy  fpots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face, 

Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  every  grace  :  I2» 

She  gaz'd  ;  flie  figh'd  ;   (for  love  can  beauties  fpy 

In  what  feem  faults  to  every  common  eye.) 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  fecond  round. 
When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbhng  found 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart  (for  well  fhe  knows         125 
That  pleafmg  thunder)  ;   fwift  the  Goddefs  rofe. 
And  through  the  Ilreets  purfu'd  the  diftant  noife. 
Her  bofom  panting  with  expected  joys. 
"With  the  night-wandering  harlot's  airs  (he  paft, 
Brufh'd  near  his  fide,  and  wanton  glances  call ;       13Q 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  fne  came. 
When  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  had  banifli'd  fliame  ; 
To  the  dark  alley  arm  in  arm  they  move : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love  ! 

When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her  fpace. 
The  pregnant  Goddefs  (cautious  of  difgrace) 

*  Cloacina  was  a  Goddefs,  whofe  image  Tatius  (a  king  of  the 
S  ibines)  found  in  the  common  fhofe ;  and,  not  knowing  what 
Goddefs  it  was,  he  called  it  Cloacina,  from  the  place  in  which 
it  was  found,  and  paid  to  it  divine  honours.  Ladlant.  I.  20.  Minuc. 
Fcl.  Od.  p.  23  z. 

1  ^  Defceni* 
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Defcends  to  earth  ;  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid^ 

Nor  'midfl  her  anguifh  to  Lucina  pray'd  ; 

No  cheerful  goflip  wifti'd  the  mother  joy, 

Alone,  beneath  a  bulk  fhe  dropt  the  boy.  140- 

The  child,  through  various  rifles  in  years  improv'd. 
At  firft  a  beggar's  brat,  compafiion  mov'd ; 
His  infant  tongue  foon  learnt  the  canting  art, 
Knew  all  the  prayers  and  whines  to  touch  the  heart. 

Oh  happy  unowned  youths  !  your  limbs  can  bear  145 
The  fcorching  dog-ftar,  and  the  winter's  air ; 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirds  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  every  rain  ! 

The  Goddefs  long  had  mark'd  the  child's  dillrefs. 
And  long  had  fought  his  fufferings  to  redrefs.         150 
She  prays  the  Gods  to  take  the  fondling's  part, 
To  teach  his  hands  fome  benencial  art 
Pradlis'd  in  ftreets :  the  Gods  her  fuit  allow'd, 
And  made  him  ufeful  to  the  walking  crowd  ; 
To  cleanfe  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  fnoe  155 

With  nimble  fliill  the  gloffy  black  renew. 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  ftrong  brillles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brufh  ;  the  God  of  Day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way  160 

To  raife  the  dirty  foot,  and  eafe  his  toil ; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  fetid  oil 
Preft  from  th'  enormous  whale ;  the  God  of  Fire, 
From  whofe  dominions  fmoky  clouds  afpire. 
Among  thefe  generous  prefents  joins  his  part,         16^ 
And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  {he  receives  the  gifts  j  fhe  downward  glides, 
Lights  in  Fleet-ditch,  and  (hoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  fturdy  l:\d  awakes. 
Leaps  from  his  flail,  his  tangled  hair  he  fhakes  ;      1 7» 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails,  he  mufing  ftood. 
And  viewM  below  the  black  canal  of  mud, 
Where  common  fhores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whofe  torrents  rufli  from  Holborn's  fatal  fteep  : 
Pcnfive  through  idlenefs,  tears  flowM  apace,  1 75 

Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wafa'd  his  face  ! 
At  length  he  fighing  cry'd,  That  boy  was  bleil, 
Whofe  infant  lips  have  draln'd  a  mother*s  breaft  ; 
But  happier  far  are  thofe  (if  fuch  be  known) 
Whom  both  a  father  and  a  mother  own  :  l8s> 

But  I,  alas !   hard  fortune's  utmoft  fcorn. 
Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  born  ! 
Some,  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
Belov'd  by  uncles,  and  kind  good  pld  aunts ; 
When  time  comes  round,  a  Chriflmas-box  they  bear. 
And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd. 
Perhaps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd. 
For  lefier  boys  can  drive  ;   I  thirfty  ftand. 
And  fee  the  double  flaggon  charge  their  hand,        190 
See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain. 
While  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain. 

While  thus  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide, 
In  widen'd  circles,  beats  on  either  fide  ; 
The  Goddefs  rofe  amid  the  inmoll  round,  195 

With  wither'd  turnip-tops  her  temples  crown'd  j 

I  4  Lew 
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Low  reach'd  her  dripping  treffes,  lank,  and  black 
As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  glofiy  raven's  back  ; 
Around  her  waill  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd. 
Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind.    2CO 
Now  beckoning  to  the  boy,  fhe  thus  begun  : 
Thy  prayers  arc  granted ;  weep  no  more,  my  fon  : 
Go  thrive.     At  fome  frequented  corner  ftand  ; 
This  brufh  I  give  thee,  grafp  it  in  thy  hand, 
Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil,  205 

And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  thy  toil ; 
On  this  methinks  I  fee  the  \^'alking  crew. 
At  thy  requeft,  fupport  the  miry  fhoe  ; 
The  foot  grows  black  that  was  with  dirt  imbrownM, 
And  in  thy  pocket  ginghng  halfpence  found.  210 

The  Goddefs  plunges  fwift  beneath  the  flood. 
And  dafiies  all  around  her  fiiowers  of  mud  : 
The  youth  ftrait  chofe  his  poll: ;  the  labour  ply'd 
Where  branching  ftreets  from  Charing-crofs  divide  ; 
His  treble  voice  refounds  along  the  Meufe,  2 1 5 

And  Whitehall  echoes — "  Clean  your  Honour's  flioesl" 

Like  the  fweet  ballad,  this  amufmg  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way  ; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng  ; 
The  bufy  city  aflis  inftru6live  fong.  220 

Where,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clafp'd  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  head  is  bow'd, 
Betimes  retreat ;  here,  thick  as  hailftones  pour, 
Turnips  and  half-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  fhower) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  :  fome  random  throw  225 

May  vfith  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Thouirh 
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Though  expedition  bids,  yet  never  flray 
Where  no  rang'd  pofts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thundering  waggons  meet, 
Wheels  clafh  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow  flrect  ; 
The  ladling  whip  refounds,  the  horfes  ftrain, 
And  blood  In  anguifh  burfts  the  fwelling  vein. 
O  barbarous  men  !  your  cruel  breafts  alTuage  ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  fteed  your  rage  ? 
Does  not  his  fervice  earn  your  daily  bread  ?  235 

Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  fed  ! 
If,  as  the  Samlan  taught,  the  foul  revives, 
And,  fhifting  feats,  in  other  bodies  lives  ; 
Severe  fhall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horfe  the  town  to  range  ;      24Q 
Carmen,  transformed,  the  groaning  load  fhall  draw. 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lafh  fhall  awe. 
Who  would  of  Watllng-ftreet  the  dangers  fhare. 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Cheapfide  is  near  ? 
Or  who  that  rugged  ftreet  *  would  traverfe  o'er,     245 
That  ilretches,  O  Fleet-ditch,  from  thy  black  fhore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Here  fteams  afcend 
That,  In  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nofe  offend. 
Where  chandlers'  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fifhy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  ftall,  long  abfent  from  the  fea  ;  250 

And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  fpoil, 
And  where  huge  hogfheads  fweat  with  tralny  oil ; 
Thy  breathing  noftril  hold  ;  but  how  fliall  I 
Pafs,  where  in  piles  Carnavian  *  cheefes  lie  ; 

♦  Thames-ftreet.  +  Chefhire,  aaciently  fo  called. 

Cheefe, 
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Cheefe,  that  the  table's  clofing  rites  denies,  255 

And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rife  ? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall-mall ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  fmell ! 
At  dillance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach. 
Nor  fturdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach  ;  269 

No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways  were  chairs  deny'd, 
The  foft  fupports  of  lazinefs  and  pride  : 
Shops  breathe  perfumes,  through  fafhes  ribbons  gIow> 
The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Yet  Hill  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  pafiage  hide,      265 
Oft*  the  loofe  ftone  fpirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot ;  and  from  on  high. 
Where  mafons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly, 
Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  Ihowers  defcend. 
And  o'er  thy  head  deftrudlive  tiles  impend.  270 

But  fometimes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads, 
And  filent  wander  in  the  clofe  abodes,  [ft ray. 

Where  wheels  ne'er  fhake  the  ground;  there  penfive 
In  ftudious  thought,  the  long  uncrowded  way. 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  different  face,  275 

And  in  their  look  their  various  bufinefs  trace. 
The  broker  here  his  fpacious  beaver  wears, 
Upon  his  brow  fit  jealouhes  and  cares  ; 
Bent  on  fome  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  feeks  by-ftreets,  and  f^vesth'  expenfive  coach.  280 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  letchers  tap  their  cane, 
For  fair  reclufe,  who  travels  Drury-lane ; 
Here  roams  uncomb'd  the  lavifh  rake,  to  fiiun 
His  Fleet-llreet  draper's  everkiiling  dun. 

Careful 
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Careful  obfervers,  ftudious  of  the  town,  28^ 

Shun  the  misfortunes  that  difgrace  the  clown  ; 
Untempted,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Pafs  by  the  Meufe,  nor  try  the  *  thimble's  cheats. 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  crofs  behind, 
Where  bubbling  ycft  is  blown  by  gufts  of  wind  :    2g9 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  huge  carts  move  flow. 
Far  from  the  {training  deeds  fecurely  go, 
Whofe  dafliing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire. 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gazing  'fquire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javelin  backward  throws,     29c 
And  as  he  flies  infefts  purfuing  foes. 

The  thoughtlefs  wits  fliall  frequent  forfeits  pay, 
Who  'gainft  the  fentry's  box  difcharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  fome  court  or  fecret  corner  feek. 
Nor  fiufh  with  fhame  the  palling  virgin's  cheek.      300 

Yet  let  me  not  defcend  to  trivial  fong. 
Nor  vulgar  circumllance  my  verfe  prolong. 
Why  fhould  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  pour. 
Her  head  to  flielter  from  the  fudden  fhower  ? 
Nature  will  beft  her  ready  hand  inform,  305 

With  her  fpread  petticoat  to  fence  the  ftorm. 
I>oes  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  fign, 
When  wifps  of  ftraw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Crofs  the  cloie  Itreet ;  that  then  the  paver's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart  ?  31© 

Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  lafhing  by 
Oft'  with  his  flourifh  cuts  the  heedlefs  eye ; 

•  A  cheat  commonly  pra(^ired  in  the  ftreeu  with  three  thimblei 
and  a  little  ball. 

And 
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And  when  he  takes  his  ftand,  to  wait  a  fare, 
His  horfes  foreheads  fhun  the  winter's  air  ? 
Nor  will  I  roam  where  fummer's  fultry  rays  315 

Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  fpread  with  dull  the  ways  ; 
With  whirling  gulls  the  rapid  atoms  rife, 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  flcies. 
Winter  my  theme  confines  ;  whofe  nitry  wind 
Shall  crull  the  flabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind ;  320 

She  bids  the  fnow  defcend  in  flaky  fheets, 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  llreets. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  thefe  flippery  roads, 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  patten  loads ; 
But,  if  thy  footftep  Aide  with  clotted  frofl;,  325 

Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  agalnll  the  poll. 
On  filent  wheel  the  palling  coaches  roll ; 
Oft'  look  behind,  and  ward  the  threatening  pole. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  fchool-boy  moulds  the  fnow, 
To  mark  the  coachman  with  a  dext'rous  throw,     ^^o 
Why  do  ye,  boys,  the  kennel's  furface  fpread. 
To  tempt  with  falthlefs  pafs  the  matron's  tread  ? 
How  can  you  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel  fpurn. 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  flocking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  harnefs'd  chairman  idly  fliands,       335 
And  fwlngs  around  his  waift  his  tingling  hands  ; 
The  fempilrefs  fpeeds  to  Change  with  red-tlpt  nofe  ; 
The  Belgian  Hove  beneath  her  footilool  glows  j 
In  half-whipt  muflin  needles  ufelefs  lie. 
And  fhuttle-cocks  acrofs  the  counter  fly.  340 

Thefe  fports  warm  harmlefs  ;  why  then  will  ye  prove. 
Deluded  maids,  the  dangerous  flame  of  love  ? 

Where 
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Where  Covent-Garden's  famous  temple  Hands, 
That  boafts  the  work  of  Jones'  immortal  hands  ; 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear,  345 

And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  fquare  : 
Here  oft*  my  courfc  I  bend  ;  when  lo  !   from  far 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war  : 
The  'prentice  quits  his  Ihop,  to  join  the  crew, 
Increafmg  crowds  the  flying  game  purfue.  350 

Thus,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  fnowy  ground. 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  every  round. 
But  whither  fhall  1  run  ?  tlie  throng  draws  nigh, 
The  ball  now  flvims  the  ilrect,  now  foars  on  higli  ; 
The  dext'rous  glazier  ftrong  returns  the  bound,      35*^ 
And  gingling  falhes  on  the  pent-houfe  found. 

O,  roving  Mufe  !    recal  that  wondrous  year. 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air ; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  froiled  oziers  crovvn'd. 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound,  360 

The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  fliore, 
Penfive  rechnes  upon  his  ufclefs  oar  ; 
See  harnefs'd  Heeds  defert  the  ftony  town, 
And  wander  roads  unliable,  not  their  own  ; 
Wheels  o'er  the  harden'd  waters  fmoothly  glide,     365 
And  rafe  with  whiten'd  tracks  the  flippery  tide  ; 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire. 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  fleer  entire  ; 
Booths  fudden  hide  the  Thames,  long  Hreets  appear, 
And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crowded  fair.       370 
So  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  their  encampment  o'er  the  fpacious  plain  ; 

Thick 
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Thick  rifing  tents  a  canvafs  city  build, 

And  the  loud  dice  refound  through  all  the  field. 

.    'Twas  here  the  matron  found  a  doleful  fate  :       373^ 

Let  elegiac  lay  the  woe  relate. 

Soft  as  the  breath  of  diftant  flutes,  at  hours 

When  filent  evening  clofes  up  the  flowers ; 

Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noife  ; 

Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice.  380 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd  thefe  treacherous  roads  ; 
Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 
Of  various  fruit :   llie  now  a  baflcet  bore  ; 
That  head,  alas  !   fliall  baflcet  bear  no  more. 
jEach  booth  flie  frequent  paft,  in  quefl;  of  gain,       385 
And  boys  with  pleafure  heard  her  flirilling  fl;rain. 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  mufl:  relign  their  breath, 
And  indufl:ry  itfelf  fubmit  to  death ! 
The  cracking  -cryfhal  yields  ;  flie  fmks,  fhe  dies, 
•Her  head,  chopt  ofi',  from  her  lofl;  fhoulders  flies ;  390 
Pippins  fhe  cry'd  ;  but  death  her  voice  confounds  ; 
And  pip-  pip-  pip-  along  the  ice  refounds. 

So,  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore, 
His  fever'd  head  floats  down  the  filver  tide,  395 

His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  lofl:  confort  cry'd  ; 
Eurydice  with  quivering  voice  he  mourn'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  Eurydice  return'd. 

But  now  the  weftern  gale  the  flood  unbinds. 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  warmer  winds  ; 
The  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Thanies'  full  urn  roils  down  his  plenteous  waves ; 

From 
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From  every  pcnt-houfe  dreams  the  fleeting  fnow, 
And  with  difTolving  froft  the  pavements  flow^. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  city  ways,  405 

Need  not  the  calendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  through  the  town  with  flow  and  folemn  air. 
Led  by  the  noftril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear  j 
Behind  him  moves,  majeftically  duU, 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  furly  bull.  410 

Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name, 
Mondays  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  of  game. 

When  fifhy  flails  with  double  ftore  are  laid ; 
The  golden-belly'd  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid, 
Red  fpeckled  trouts,  the  falmon's  filver  jowl,  415 

The  jointed  lobfler,  and  unfcaly  foal. 
And  lufcious  'fcallops  to  allure  the  tafles 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fafts  ; 
Wednefdays  and  Fridays  you*ll  obferve  from  hence, 
Days  when  our  fires  were  doomM  to  abilinence.     420 

When  dirty  waters  from  balconies  drop. 
And  dext'rous  damfels  twirl  the  fprinkling  mop, 
And  cleanfe  the  fpatter'd  fafh,  and  fcrub  the  flairs  5 
Know  Saturday's  conclufive  mom  appears. 

Succeflive  cries  the  feafons'  change  declare,         425 
And  mark  the  monthly  progrefs  of  the  year. 
Hark  !  how  the  flreets  with  treble  voices  ring. 
To  fell  the  bounteous  produdl  of  the  fpring  ! 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers,  and  elder's  early  bud. 
With  nettle's  tender  fhoots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood  ;  43^ 
And,  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  fultr)'  fkles, 
E'en  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries. 

Walnuti 
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Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  llain, 
Blue  plumbs  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain  ; 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice,  435 

To  truft  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays,  the  poet's  crown, 
Are  bavvl'd,  in  frequent  cries,  through  all  the  town. 
Then  judge  the  feilival  of  Chriftmas  near, 
Chriftmas,  the  joyous  period  of  the  year.  440 

Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  Ilrow, 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe. 
Now,  heaven-born  Chanty  !   thy  bleflings  flied ; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head  ; 
Bid  fhivering  limbs  be  warm  ;  let  Plenty's  bowl      445 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul ! 
See,  fee  !  the  heaven-born  maid  her  bleffings  fhed  ; 
L.O  !  meagre  Want  uprears  her  fickly  head  ; 
Cloth'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad, 
While  felfifh  Avarice  alone  is  fad.  450 

Proud  coaches  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,  and  the  Vvadovv's  groan  ; 
While  Chanty  ftill  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
His  liberal  purfe  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Judicioufly  thy  halfpence  are  beftow'd,  4j^ 

Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road. 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 
Nor  let  old  age  long  ftretch  his  palfy'd  hand. 
Thofe  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day, 
And  ftill  are  teas'd  becaufe  they  ftill  delay.  460 

If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare, 
He  thinly  fpreads  them  through  the  public  fquare, 

Where 
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Where,  all  befide  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  He, 

And  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry  ; 

With  Heaven,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  fcorc, 

Lifts  up  his  eyes,  and  halles  to  beggar  more. 

Where  the  brafs-knocker,  wrapt  in  flannel  band, 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand  ; 
Th' upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath;  470 

As  vultures  o'er  a  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 
SnufF  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canll  thou  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer. 
That  Heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  fparc  ? 

Come,  Fortefcue,  fincere,  experienc'd  friend,      475 
Thy  briefs,  thy  deeds,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  fufpend  ; 
Come  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  filent  walls, 
Me  bufinefs  to  my  didant  lodging  calls  ; 
Through  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  llray ; 
With  thee  converfing,  I  forget  the  way.  480 

Behold  that  narrow  ftreet  which  ileep  defcends, 
Wliofe  building  to  the  ilimy  fiiore  extends ; 
Here  Arundel's  fam'd  ftruclure  rear'd  its  frame, 
The  ilre^t  alone  retains  the  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvafs  warm'd,  485 
And  RaphaePs  fair  delign,  with  judgment,  charm'd, 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  fong,  and  palled  here 
The  colour'd  prints  of  Overton  appear. 
Where  ftatues  breath'd  the  works  of  Phidias'  hands, 
A  wooden  pump,  or  lonely  watch-houfe,  Hands.      490 
There  Eflex'  fl:ately  pile  adorn'd  the  fliore. 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  Villiers',  now  no  more. 
^    Vol.  XXXVI.  K  Yet 
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Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  fill  remains  ; 

Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 

Beneath  his  eye  declining  art  revives,  49J 

The  wail  with  animated  picture  1  ves^ 

There  Handel  ilrikes  the  llcings,  the  melting  flrain 

Tranfpoits  the  foul,  and  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 

There  oft'  I  enter   (but  with  cleaner  fhoes), 

For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  Mufe.  500 

O  ye  aflbciate  walkers,  O  my  friends, 
Upon  your  ftate  what  happinefs  attends  ! 
What  though  no  coach  to  frequent  vifit  rolls. 
Nor  for  your  fliilling  chairmen  fling  their  poles  ; 
Yet  ftill  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy,  505 

Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  fafiron  eye  ; 
No  wafting  cough  difcharges  founds  of  death, 
Nor  wheezing  afthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath ; 
Nor  from  your  reftlefs  couch  is  "heard  the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,  or  fedentary  ftone.  310 

Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide, 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide  ; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  ftreet. 
And  truft  their  fafety  to  another's  feet : 
aStill  let  me  walk  ;  for  oft'  the  fudden  gale  515 

Ruffles  the  tide,  and  fnifts  the  dangerous  fail ; 
Then  fhall  the  paflenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithlefs  oar ; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  fpurns, 
The  giafles  (hatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns.  520 

Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms. 
The  legs  disjointed,  and  the  broken  arms  ? 

Vre 
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IVe  feen  a  beau,  in  fome  ill-fated  hour, 
When  o'er  the  ftones  choak'd  kennels  fvvell  the  fhower. 
In  gilded  chariot  loll  ;  he  with  difdain  525 

Views  fpatterM  pafTengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
With  mud  fill'd  high,  the  rumbling  cart  draws  near  ; 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  deeds,  lac'd  charioteer : 
The  duftman  lafhes  on  with  fpiteful  rage. 
His  ponderous  fpokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage  ;    530 
Crufh'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  flirieking  beau, 
The  flabby  pavement  cryftal  fragments  ftrow  ; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  difgrace. 
And  mud  enuTaps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So,  \\hen  dread  Jove  the  fon  of  Phoebus  hurl'd\       535 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  world. 
The  headftrong  courfers  tore  the  filver  reins, 
And  the  fun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills. 
His  fickly  hand  is  flor'd  with  friendly  bills  :  540 

From  hence  he  learns  the  feventh-born  doctor's  fame. 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapefl:  taylor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fmoak  upon  your  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  bed  affords. 
V/ould'fl  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  Leaden-hall  ;  St.  James's  fends  thee  veal ; 
Thames-llreet  gives  cheefes  ;  Covent-garden  fruits  ; 
Moor-lields  old  books  ;  and  Monmouth-flreet  old  fuits. 
Hence  mayft  thou  well  fupply  the  wants  of  life, 
Support  thy  family,  and  clothe  thy  wife.  55 O 

Volumes  on  flielter'd  flails  expanded  lie, 
And  various  fcience  lures  the  learned  eye  j 
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The  bending  (helves  with  ponderous  fcholiafts  groan,' 
And  deep  divines,  to  modern  fhops  unknow^n  : 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  induftrious  w^ing  ^^^ 

Collefts  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring. 
Walkers,  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoil. 
Nor  watch  the  wafting  of  the  midnight  oil ; 
May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  fage  :  ^60 

Here  fauntering  'prentices  o'er  Otway  weep. 
O'er  Congreve  fmile,  or  over  D'Urfey  fleep  ; 
Pleas'd  fempftreffes  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold ; 
And  *  Squirts  read  Garth,  till  apozems  grow  cold. 

O  Lintot  i   let  my  labours  obvious  lie,  ^6^ 

Rang'd  on  thy  ftall,  for  every  curious  eye  ! 
So  fliall  the  poor  thefe  precepts  gratis  know. 
And  to  my  verfe  their  future  fafeties  owe. 

What  walker  fhall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix  ?  570 

JLet  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  fhow. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroider'd  beau. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  fwing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place,  575 

Betray'd  his  fifter  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This  coach  that  with  the  blazon'd  'fcutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  (hows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  fleeps  ; 
The  Itarving  orphan,  as  he  paffes,  weeps ;  580 

*  An  Apothecary's  boy,  in  ♦'  The  Difpenfary.*^ 

There 
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There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinfel  flaves, 

Who  waites  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves ; 

That  other,  with  a  cluflering  train  behind, 

Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind  ! 

This  next  in  court-fidelity  excels,  585 

The  publick  rifles,  and  his  country  fells. 

May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate, 

If  purchased  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate  ! 

Or  rather  give  me  fweet  content  on  foot. 

Wrapt  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  furtout !  590 
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OF    WALKING   THE   STREETS  BY   NIGHT. 

/^  TRIVIA,  goddefs  !  leave  thefe  low  abodes, 
^""^  And  traverfe  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads  ; 
CeleRial  queen  !  put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 
At  fight  of  thee,  the  villain  foeathes  his  fword,  5 

Nor  fcales  the  wall,  to  Ileal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  filver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bower 
Direft  my  footfteps  in  the  midnight  hour  ! 

When  night  firft  bids  the  twinkling  liars  appear. 
Or  with  her  cloudy  veft  inwraps  the  air,  lO 

Then  fwarms  the  bufy  llreet ;  with  caution  tread, 
Where  the  ftiop- windows  *  falling  threat  thy  head  ; 
Now  labourers  liome  return,  and  join  their  llrength 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length  ; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng,  15 

And,  as  the  pafifes  open,  wind  along. 

Where  tlie  fair  columns  of  St.  Clement  lland, 
Whofe  ilraiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand  ; 
Where  the  low  penthoufe  bows  the  walker's  head, 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread  ;  20 
Where  not  a  poll  protefts  the  narrow  fpace. 
And,  ftrung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  In  thy  face  ; 

*  A  fpecies  of  window  now  almoft  forgotten.     N. 

ijummos 
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Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouze  thy  care. 

Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  rcfohite,  beware. 

Forth  IfTuing  from  ftcep  lanes,  the  collier's  ilceds       25 

Drag  the  black  load  ;  another  cart  fucceeds  ; 

Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  appear. 

And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 

Now  all. the  pavement  founds  with  trampling  feet. 

And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  ftreet.  3® 

Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthcn'd  team 

Cracks  the  tough  harnefs  ;  here  a  ponderous  beam 

Lies  over-turn'd  atliwart  ;  for  (laughter  fed, 

Here  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  liorned  head. 

Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar,        35 

And  the  fmart  blow  provokes  the  fturdy  war ; 

From  the  high  box  they  \^  hirl  the  thong  around, 

And  with  the  twining  iafli  their  fnins  refound  : 

Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they  try» 

And  the  blood  guflies  down  taeir  painful  eye.  43 

And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light. 

And  with  their  ponderous  iiils  renew  the  figlit ; 

Blow  anfwersblow,  their  cheeks  are  fmear'd  with  bloody 

Till  down  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 

So  when  two  boars,  in  wild  Ytene  *  bred,  4J 

Or  on  Weftplialia's  fattening  chefnuts  fed, 

Gnafh  their  fharp  tudvs,  and,  rouz'd  with  equal  fire, 

Difpute  the  reign  of  fome  luxurious  mire  ; 

In  the  bbci^  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er. 

Till  their  arm'd  jav/s  diilil  with  foam  and  gore.  5® 

*  New  Forcll  in  Kar.-.pfhire,  anciently  fo  called. 
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Where  the  mob  gathers,  fwiftly  fhoot  along-. 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noify  throng  : 
I-ur'd  by  the  filver  hilt,  amid  the  fwarm, 
The  fubtle  artill  will  thy  fide  difarm. 
•Nor  is  the  flaxen  wig  with  fafety  worn;  ■  55 

High  on  the  fhoulder,  in  a  ba&et  borne, 
-L-urks  the  fly  boy,  whofe  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honours  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  flmlking  thief,  with  praftis'd  fleight, 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light.  60 

"^Vhere's  now  the  watch,  with  all  its  trinkets,  flown  ? 
And  thy  late  fnufF-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
-t^ut  lo  I   his  bolder  thefts  fome  tradefman  fpies, 
iSwift  from  his  prey  the  fcudding  lurcher  fiies  ; 
JJext'rous  he  'fcapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds,  6^ 
Whilfl  every  honefl  tongue  "  ftop  thief  "  refounds. 
So  fpeeds  the  wily  fox,  alarmM  by  fear, 
Who  lately  filchM  the  turkey's  callow  care  ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  flies, 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries.  70 

Breathlefs,  he  ftumbling  falls.     Ill-fated  boy ! 
Why  did  not  honefl  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seiz'd  by  rough  hands,  he  's  dragg'd  amid  the  rout. 
And  flretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceffant  fpout : 
Or,  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gafping  lies,  75 

Mud  choaks  his  mouth,  and  plailters  o'er  his  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad-nnger'"'s  fhrilling  flrain 
Amid  the  fwarm  thy  liRening  ear  detain  : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket ;  for  thefe  Syrens,  fland 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand  ;  80 

Confe- 
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Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng, 

And  cambrick  handkerchiefs  reward  the  fong. 

But  foon  as  coach  or  cart  drives  ratthng  on, 

The  rabble  part,  in  fhoals  they  backward  run. 

So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  divide,  85 

And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  fide. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace, 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
Stop  fliort ;  nor  llruggle  through  the  crowd  in  vain, 
But  watch  witl^  careful  eye  the  paffing  train.  90 

Yet  I  (perhaps  too  fond),  if  chance  the  tide 
Tumultuous  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide. 
Impatient  venture  back  ;  defpifing  harm, 
I  force  my  pafTage  where  the  thickeft  fwarm. 
Thus  his  loft  bride  the  Trojan  fought  in  vain  95 

Through  night,  and  arms,  and  flames,  and  hills  of  (lain. 
Thus  Nifus  wander'd  o'er  the  pathlefs  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love. 
The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er : 
Eur)'aliis,  alas  !   is  now  no  more.  lOO 

That  walker,  who,  regardkfs  of  his  pace, 
Turns  oft'  to  pore  upon  the  damfel's  face. 
From  fide  to  fide  by  thrufting  elbows  toft. 
Shall  ilrike  his  aching  breaft  againft  a  poft  ; 
Or  water,  dafli'd  from  fifhy  ftalls,  ibail  ftaia  105 

His  haplcfs  coat  with  ipirts  of  fcaly  rain. 
But,  rf  unwarily  he  chance  to  ftray 
Wiicre  twirling  turnftiles  intercept  the  way, 
Tne  thwarting  paflenger  (hall  force  them  round. 
And  beat  the  wretch  half  breathlefs  to  the  ground,  i  la 

Let 
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Let  conRant  vigilance  thy  footfteps  guide. 
And  wary  circumfpeftion  guard  thy  fide  ; 
Then  (halt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the  dangerous  nighty 
Nor  need  th'  officious  hnkboy's  fmoaky  hght. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  road,  1 1^ 

Where  ale-houfe  benches  reil  the  porter's  load. 
Grievous  to  heedlefs  fhins  ;  no  barrow's  wheel, 
That  bruifes  oft'  the  truant  fchool-boy's  heel. 
Behind  thee  rolling,  with  infidious  pace, 
Shall  mark  thy  flocking  with  a  miry  trace.  120 

Let  not  thy  venturous  Heps  approach  too  nigh. 
Where,  gaping  wide,  low  fteepy  cellars  lie. 
Should  thy  fiioe  wrench  afide,  down,  down  you  fall. 
And  overturn  the  fcolding  huckfter's  ftall ; 
The  fcolding  huckfter  fliall  not  o'er  thee  moan,       125 
But  pence  exaft  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 

Though  you  through  cleanher  allies  wind  by  day,. 
To  fhun  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thofe  dark  paths  by  night  retire  ; 
Mind  only  fafety,  and  contemn  the  mire.  130 

Then  no  impervious  courts  thy  hade  detain. 
Nor  fneering  alewives  bid  thee  turn  again. 

Where  Lincoln's-inn,  wide  fpace,  is  rail'd  around, 
Crofs  not  with  venturous  ftep  ;  there  oft'  is  found 
The  lurking  thief,  who  while  the  day-light  fhone    135 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  his  begging  tone  : 
That  crutch,  which  late  compalTion  mov'd,  (hall  wound 
Thy  bleeding  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Though  thou  art  tempted  by  the  link-man's  call, 
Yet  truft  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall  j  140- 

In 
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In  the  mid-way  he'll  quench  the  flaming  brand. 
And  fhare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Still  keep  the  public  llreets,  where  oily  rays, 
Shot  from  the  cryflal  lamp,  o'erfpread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augufta  !  law-defended  town  !  145^ 

Here  no  dark  lanterns  fhade  the  villain's  frown ; 
No  Spanidi  jealoufies  thy  lanes  infeft, 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  ftabs  th'  unwary  breaft  ; 
Here  tyranny  ne'er  lifts  her  purple  hand. 
But  liberty  and  juilice  guard  the  land  ;  15O 

No  bravos  here  profefs  the  bloody  trade, 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 

Let  njt  the  chairman,  with  affuming  llride, 
Prefs  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thrull  thy  fide  : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bounds  ;  his  fervile  feet         15^^ 
Should  ne'er  encroach  where  pofls  defend  the  ilreet. 
Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whofe  flambeau  gilds  the  faflies  of  Pall-mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torches  flame, 
To  light  the  midnight  vifits  of  the  dame  ?  160 

Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led. 
May  where  the  chairman  refls  with  fafety  tread  ; 
Whene'er  I  pafs,  their  poles    (unfeen  below) 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  a  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road,  where  ftrcets  are  croil,  l6j 
W^ith  gentle  words  the  coacliman's  ear  accofl:  : 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  haifh  command  obeys, 
But  with  contempt  the  fpatter'd  fiioe  furveys. 
Now  man  with  utmoft  fortitude  thy  foul. 
To  crofs  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roU  ;       1 70 
6  Yet 
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Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  flcill  confide, 

Nor  rafhly  rifque  the  kennel's  fpacious  ftrlde  ; 

Stay  till  afar  the  diftant  wheel  you  hear, 

Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air  ; 

Thy  foot  will  flide  upon  the  miry  ftone,  175 

And  pafling  coaches  crufli  thy  tortur'd  bone, 

Or  wheels  inclofe  the  road  ;  on  either  hand 

Pent  round  with  perils,  in  the  midft  you  ftand, 

And  call  for  aid  in  vain  ;  the  coachman  fwears, 

And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers.  180 

Where  wilt  thou  turn  ?  ah  !   whither  wilt  thou  fly  ? 

On  every  fide  the  preffing  fpokes  ^re  nigh. 

So  Tailors,  while  Charybdis'  gulph  they  fhun, 

Amaz'd,  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  fure  obferve  where  brown  Oftrea  ftands,  185 

Who  boafts  her  fhelly  ware  from  Wallfleet  fands ; 
There  may'ft  thou  pafs  with  fafe  unmiry  feet. 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  ftreet. 
If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows. 
You  chance  to  roam  ;  where  oyfl^er-tubs  in  rows     190 
Are  rang'd  befide  the  pofl:s  ;  there  fl:ay  thy  hafl;e, 
And  with  the  favoury  fifh  indulge  thy  tafl:e  : 
The  damfePs  knife  the  gaping  flietl  commands. 
While  the  fait  liquor  fl:reams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  fure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er  195 

With  brafs  or  fl:eel,  that  on  the  rocky  fliore 
Firll  broke  the  oozy  oyfl:er's  pearly  coat, 
And  rifqu'd  the  living  morfel  down  his  throat. 
What  will  not  luxury  tafl:e  ?  Earth,  fea,  and  air. 
Are  daily  ranfack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare  !  200 

Blood 
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Blood  ftufF'd  in  fl<Ins  is  Britifh  chriftian's  food  ; 

And  France  robs  marfhes  of  the  croaking  brood ! 

Spungy  morels  in  ftrong  ragouts  arc  found, 

And  in  the  foup  the  (limy  fnail  is  drown'd. 

When  from  high  fpouts  the  dafhing  torrents  fall,  20^ 

Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ; 

For,  fhould'il  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rufliing  throng 

Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along  ; 

All  prefs  to  gain  thofe  honours  thou  hafl  loil. 

And  rudely  fliove  thee  far  without  the  poft.  2IO. 

Then  to  retrieve  the  fhed  you  ihive  in  \'ain, 

Draggled  all  o'er,  and  foak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 

Yet  rather  bear  the  fliower,  and  toils  of  mud, 

Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  rifque  thy  blood. 

O  think  on  Oedipus'  deteiled  (late,  215 

And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  (hun  thy  fate. 

Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  fire  unknown  i 

(Unhappy  fire,  but  more  unhappy  fon  ! ) 
Each  claim'd  the  way,  their  fwords  the  ftrlfe  decide, 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died !        220 
Hence  fprung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy  reign, " 
Thy  curfed  incell  !   and  thy  children  flain  ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endkfs  night  to  ftray 
Through  Theban  ilreets,  and  cheerlefs  grope  thy  way. 
Contemplate,  mortal,  on  thy  fleeting  years  ;         225 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears  I 
Whether  fome  heir  attends  in  fable  ftate. 
And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent's  fate  ; 
Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb  :  230 

Why 
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Why  is  the  hearfe  with  'fcutcheons  blazon'd  round. 

And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  oftrich  crown'd  ? 

No  :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain  j- 

It  only  ferves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 

How  (hort  Is  life  i  how  frail  is  human  truft  !  2^^ 

Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  duft  to  dull  ? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  ftall, 
Brufh  not  thy  fweeping  flcirt  too  near  the  wall : 
Thy  heedlefs  fleeve  will  drink  the  colour'd  oil,  . 
And  fpot  indelible  thy  pocket  foil.  24O 

Has  not  wife  nature  ftrung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  iirmeft  nerves,  defign'd  to  v/alk  the  ftreet  ? 
Has  (he  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 
Amidft  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night  ? 
And  think'il  thou  not  the  double  noftril  meant,      245' 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  fcent  ? 

Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  *  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night  ? 
Who  now  the  guinea  dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick'd  by  the  (harper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards  ?    250 
Why  fhould  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray. 
Where  the  fliam  quarrel  interrupts  the  way  ? 
Lives  there  In  thefe  our  days  fo  foft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths,  or  threatening  frown  ? 
I  need  not  ftrlft  enjoin  the  pocket's  care,  255 

When  from  the  crowded  play  thou  lead'ft  the  fair ; 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  fnufF-box  loft. 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  fhuttle  boafl  ? 


Various  cheats  formerly  in  pradice. 

O  !  may 
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O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 

Of  Drury's  mazy  courts,  and  dark  abodes  !  260 

The  harlots'  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  Hand 

Where  Catharine-ilrect  defcends  into  the  Strand  ! 

Say,  vagrant  Mufe,  their  wiles  and  fubtle  arts, 

To  lure  the  ftrangers'  unfufpedb'ng  hearts  : 

So  (hall  our  youth  on  healthful  finews  tread,  365 

And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  flie  who  nightly  ftroUs  with  fauntering  pace, 
No  ftubborn  ftays  her  yielding  fliape  embrace  ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdiy  ribbons  glare, 
The  new-fcour'd  manteau,  and  the  flattern  air;       270 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  fhow. 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blufhes  glow  ; 
With  flattering  founds  flie  fooths  the  credulous  ear, 
**  My  noble  captain  !  charmer  !  love  !  my  dear!" 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  fhe  plies,  275 

Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  file  delights  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  diltant  errand  from  the  'Change ; 
Nay,  fhe  will  oft"*  the  Quaker's  hood  prophane, 
And  tiAidge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drur)'-lane.        280 
5he  darts  from  farfenet  ambufh  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  fleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  thy  cheek  ;  thefe  fnares  difdain, 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee,  when  fhe  turns  again, 

I  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  third  of  gain,  285 

To  the  great  city  drove,  from  Devon's  plain. 
His  numerous  lowing  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold, 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold. 

Drawm 
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Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gaz'd,  he  figh'd : 
CTnmindfiil  of  his  home,  and  diflant  bride,  290 

She  leads  the  willing  viftim  to  his  doom, 
Through  winding  alleys  to  her  cobweb  room. 
Thence  through  the  Itreet  he  reels  from  poll  to  poll, 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treafure  loft. 
The  vagrant  wretch  th'  affembled  watchmen  fpies,  295 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies ; 
Deep  in  the  round-houfe  pent,  ail  night  he  fnores, 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  haplefs  fwain  !   unus'd  to  pains  and  ills  ! 
Canft  thou  forego  roaft-beef  for  naufeous  pills  ?        3CO 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  Heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands. 
When  the  long  fcroll  the  furgeon's  fees  demands  ! 
Or  elfe   (ye  Gods  avert  that  worft  difgrace  !) 
Thy  ruin'd  nofe  falls  level  with  thy  face  ! 
Then  fliall  thy  wife  thy  loathfome  kifs  difdain,         305 
And  wholefome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  who  with  friendly  light 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  fteps  to  tread  aright ; 
For  fixpence  will  fupport  thy  helplefs  arm, 
And  home  condu6l  thee,  fafe  from  nightly  harm.    31O 
But,  if  they  ihake  their  lanterns,  from  afar 
To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 
When  rakes  refift  their  power  ;  if  haplefs  you 
Should  chance  to  wander  v\dth  tlie  fcowering  crew ; 
Though  fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne*er  defpair,    315 
But  feek  the  conftable's  confiderate  ear ; 
He  will  reverfe  the  watchman's  liarfh  decree, 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetorick  of  a  filver  fee. 
«  Thus, 
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Thus,  would  you  gain  fome  favourite  courtier's  word. 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord.  320 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep  ; 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  fleep. 
His  fcatter'd  pence  the  flying  Nicker  *  flings, 
And  with  the  copper  fliower  the  cafemcnt  rings. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer's  midnight  fame  ?  325 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds. 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds  ? 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds,  and  mifchiefs  done, 
Where  from  Snow-hill  black  (leepy  torrents  run  ;  $l& 
How  matrons,  hoop'd  within  the  hogfhead's  womb, 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence  ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  ilones  thunders,  bounds  from  fide  to  fxde  : 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lanthorn  throws     335 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbifli  grows  ; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common-fliores  defcend 
Oft'  by  the  winds  extindl  the  ilgnal  lies. 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies,  ^40 

Ere  night  has  half  roU'd  round  her  ebon  throne  ; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  fhatter'd  coach  o'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  ilceds  ;  the  reins  are  broke. 
And  from  the  crackUng  axle  flies  the  fpoke. 
So,  when-fam*d  Eddyilone's  far-fliooting  ray,  34^ 

That  led  the  failor  through  the  llormy  way, 

"*  Gentlemen  who  delighted  to  break  windows  with  halfpence. 
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Was  from  its  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn. 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne  ; 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  fides  againft  the  craggy  land. 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  flrand.  350 

Who  then  thro'  night  would  hire  the  harnefs'd  Heed  ? 
And  who  would  choofe  the  rattling  wheel  for  fpeed  ? 

But  hark!  diftrefs  with  fcreaming  voice  draws  nigher, 
And  wakes  the  flumbering  llreet  with  cries  of  lire. 
At  firll  a  glowing  red  inwraps  the  flcies,  355 

And  borne  by  winds  the  fcattering  fparks  arife  ; 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fpreads  ; 
The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  heads  ; 
Through  the  burll  fafh  a  blazing  deluge  pours, 
And  fphtting  tiles  defcend  in  rattling  fhowers.        360 
Now  with  thick  crowds  th'enlighten'd  pavement  fwarms, 
The  fireman  fweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms  ; 
A  leathern  cafque  his  venturous  head  defends. 
Boldly  he  cHmbs  where  thickeft  fmoke  afcends  ; 
MovM  by  the  mother's  ftreaming  eyes  and  prayers,  365 
The  helplefs  infant  through  the  flame  he  bears, 
With  no  lefs  virtue,  than  through  hollile  fire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  fire.  / 

See  forceful  engines  fpout  their  levePd  flreams. 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams  ;    370 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fmoky  ruin  falls ; 
;31cwn  by  fl;rong  winds,  the  fiery  tempell  roars. 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors ; 
The  heavens  are  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night         375 
Is  covered  with  a  fanguinc  dreadful  light. 

'Twas 
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'Tv\'as  fuch  a  light  involv'd  thy  towers,  O  Rome  ! 
The  dire  prefage  of  mighty  Casfar's  doom, 
When  the  fun  veil'd  in  ruft  his  mourning  head. 
And  frightful  prodigies  the  fl<ies  o'erfpread.  380 

Hark !    the  drum  thunders  !  far,  ye  crowds,  retire  : 
Behold  !  the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire. 
The  nitrous  ftore  is  laid,  the  fmutty  train 
With  running  blaze  awakes  the  barrcl'd  grain  ; 
Flames  fudden  wrap  the  walls  ;  with  fullen  found   ^^^ 
The  fhatterM  pile  finks  on  the  fmoky  ground. 
So,  when  the  years  fhall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 
Th'  inevitable  hour  of  Naples'  fate. 
Her  fapp'd  foundations  fhall  with  thunders  fhake. 
And  heave  and  tofs  upon  the  fulphurous  lake  ;        390 
Earth's  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  fhall  rend. 
And  in  th'  abyfs  her  plunging  towers  defcend. 
Confider,  reader,  what  fatigues  I've  known. 
The  toils,  the  perils,  of  the  wintery  town  ; 
What  riots  feen,  what  buflling  crowds  I  bore,         39J 
How  oft'  I  crofs'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar  : 
Yet  fhall  I  biefs  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafety  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whofe  fleps  have  printed  Afia's  defert  foil,  400 

The  barbarous  Arabs  haunt ;  or  fhivering  crofl 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  frofl  ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  reflores 
To  the  wifli'd  harbour  of  his  native  (hores) 
Sets  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view,  405 

To  caution,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 
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And  now  complete  my  generous  labours  He, 
Finifh'd,  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
Death  fhall  entomb  in  duft  this  mouldering  frame, 
But  never  reach  th'  eternal  part,  my  fame.  410 

When  W —  and  G ,  mighty  names  !  *  are  dead  ; 

Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cuftards  read ; 

When  critics  crazy  bandboxes  repair, 

And  tragedies,  turn'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air ; 

High  rais'd  on  Fleet-ftreet  pofts,  confign'd  to  fame,  515 

This  work  fliall  fliine,  and  walkers  blefs  my  name. 

*  Probably  Ward  and  Gildon.     N. 


INDEX* 


[     H9     3 

N        D        E        X. 


A    U  T  H  O  R,  for  whom  he  wrote  the  poem, 
-^^  Book  i.  ver.  119 

Afles,  their  arrogance 
Ariadne's  clue 
Alley,  the  pleafure  of  walking  In  one 

not  to  be  walked  in  by  night 

Almanacks,  ufelefs  to  judicious  walkers 
Autumn,  what  cries  then  in  ufe 
Arundel-ftreet 
Author,  his  wifh 

B 

Bavaroy,  by  whom  worn 
Brokers,  keep  coaches 
Bookfeller,  fliilled  in  the  weather 
Barber,  by  whom  to  be  flmnned 
Baker,  to  whom  prejudicial 
Butchers,  to  be  avoided 
Bully,  his  infolence  to  be  corre£led 
Broker,  where  he  ufually  walks 
Burlington-houfe 
Beau's  chariot  overturned 
Bills,  difperfed  to  walkers 
Ballad-fingers 

L  3  Countiy, 


11 

•  13 

ii 

.83 

ii. 

271 

iii. 

127 

ii. 

405 

ii. 

434 

ii. 

484 

ii. 

587 

i 

•  5^ 

i. 

117 

i. 

161 

ii 

:.  28 

ii 

i.  30 

ii 

[.  43 

11 

!.  59 

ii. 

277 

ii. 

494 

ii. 

525 

ii. 

53S 

iii 

E-  77 

I30  INDEX     TO     TRIVIA. 

C 

Country,  tKe  author's  love  of  his  i.  21 

Civic  crown  i.  20 

Cane,  the  convenience  of  one  i.  61 
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Carman,  when  unmerciful,  his  punifhment  ii.  245 
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Countryman,  perplexed  to  find  the  way  ii.  73 

Catharine-llreet  ii.  260 

Chairmen,  their  exercife  in  frofty  weather  ii.  SSS 

Covent-garden                                           ii.  343.  347 
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Cries  of  the  town,  obfervations  upon  them  ii.  426 

Chrillmas,  what  cries  forerun  it  ii.  438 

a  feafon  for  general  charity  ii.  414^ 
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D 
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SEVERAL      OCCASIONS. 

EPISTLE  L 

TO       A       LADY. 

OCCASIONED    BY 
THE    ARRIVAL    OF    HER    ROYAL    HIGHNESS 

THE     PRINCESS     OF      WALES. 

A  /TAD AM,  to  all  your  cenfurcs  I  fubmit, 

■^    And  frankly  own  I  fhould  long  fince  have  writ. 
Yon  told  me,  filence  woiild  be  thought  a  crime, 
And  kindl}^  drove  to  teaze  me  into  rhyme  : 
No  more  let  trifling  themes  your  Mufe  employ. 
Nor  lavifli  verfe,  to  paint  a  female  toy  : 
No  more  on  plains  with  rural  damfels  fport ; 
But  fing  the  glories  of  the  Britifh  court. 

By  your  commands  and  inclination  fway'd, 
I  call'd  th'  unwilling  Mufes  to  my  aid  : 

Vol.  XXXVI.  M  Re-Wv'd 
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RefolvM  to  write,  the  noble  theme  I  chofe, 
And  to  the  Princefs  thus  the  poem  rofe. 

**  Aid  me,  bright  Phoebus !  aid,  ye  facred  Nine  I 
**  Exalt  my  genius,  and  my  verfe  refine. 
**  My  ftralns  with  Carolina's  name  I  grace, 
**  The  lovely  parent  of  our  royal  race. 
*'  Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  !  ye  waves,  in  filence  deep ! 
'*  Let  profperous  breezes  wanton  o'er  the  deep, 
**  Swell  the  white  fails,  and  with  the  ftreamers  play, 
**  To  waft  her  gently  o'er  the  watery  way." 

Here  I  to  Neptune  form'd  a  pompous  prayer, 
To  rein  the  winds,  and  guard  the  Royal  Fair ; 
Bid  the  blue  Tritons  found  their  twilled  fhells, 
And  call  the  Nereids  from  their  pearly  cells. 

Thus  my  warm  zeal  had  drawn  the  Mufe  along, 
Yet  knew  no  method  to  conduft  her  fong : 
I  then  refolv'd  fome  model  to  purfue, 
Perus'd  French  criticks,  and  began  anew. 
Long  open  panegyric  drags  at  beft, 
And  praife  is  only  praife  when  well  addrefs'd. 

Straight  Horace  for  fome  lucky  ode  I  fought ; 
And  all  along  I  trac'd  him  thought  by  thought. 
This  new  performance  to  a  friend  I  fhow'd  : 
For  fhame  !  fays  he  ;  what,  imitate  an  ode  ! 
I'd  rather  ballads  write,  and  Grub-ftreet  lays. 
Than  pillage  Caefar  for  my  patron's  praife  : 
Qne  common  fate  all  imitators  fhare, 
To  fave  mince-pies,  and  cap  the  grocer's  ware. 
Vex'd  at  the  charge,  I  to  the  flames  commit 
Rhymes,  fimilies,  Lords'  names,  and  ends  of  wit : 

In 
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In  blotted  ftanzas  fcraps  of  odes  expire, 
And  fulllan  mounts  in  pyramids  of  fire. 

Ladies  !  to  you  I  next  infcrib'd  my  lay, 
And  writ  a  letter  in  familiar  way  : 
For,  dill  impatient  till  the  princefs  came, 
You  from  defcription  wifh'd  to  know  the  dame. 
Each  day  my  pleafing  labour  larger  grew, 
For  ftiD  new  graces  open'd  to  my  view. 
Twelve  lines  ran  on  to  introduce  the  theme  ; 
And  then  I  thus  purfued  the  growing  fcheme  : 

"  Beauty  and  wit  were  fure  by  nature  join'd, 
*'  And  charms  are  emanations  of  the  mind ; 
*'  The  foul,  tranfpiercing  through  the  fliining  frame, 
*'  Forms  all  the  graces  of  the  Princely  Dame  : 
*'  Benevolence  her  converfation  guides, 
*'  Smiles  on  her  cheek,  and  in  her  eye  refides. 
**  Such  harmony  upon  her  tongue  is  found, 
*'  As  foftens  Englifh  to  Italian  found  : 
**  Yet  in  thofe  founds  fuch  fentiments  appear, 
**  As  charm  the  judgment,  while  they  footh  tlie  ear. 

**  Religion's  cheerful  flame  her  bofom  warms, 
*'  Calms  all  her  hours,  and  brightens  all  her  charms. 
**  Henceforth,  ye  Fair,  at  chapel  mind  your  prayers, 
**  Nor  catch  your  lover's  eyes  v/ith  artful  airs  ; 
*^  Reftrain  your  looks,  kneel  more,  and  whifper  lefs, 
**  Nor  moll  devoutly  criticife  on  drefs. 

"  From  her  form  all  your  charafters  of  life, 
<*  The  tender  mother,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
*«  Oft'  have  I  feen  her  Httle  infant-tra  .1, 
**  The  lovely  promife  of  a  future  reign  j 
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**  Obferv'd  with  pleafure  every  dawning  grace, 

**  And  all  the  mother  opening  in  their  face, 

**  The  fon  fhall  add  new  honours  to  the  line, 

**  And  early  with  paternal  virtues  fhine  : 

**  When  he  the  tale  of  Audenard  repeats, 

**  His  little  heart  with  emulation  beats  ; 

**  With  conquefts  yet  to  come  his  bofom  glows, 

**  He  dreams  of  triumphs,  and  of  vanquifh'd  foes  ; 

*•'  Each  year  with  arts  fhall  ftore  his  ripening  brain, 

**  And  from  his  grandfire  he  (hall  learn  to  reign. 

Thus  far  I'd  gone  ;  Propitious  rifmg  gales 
Now  bid  the  failor  hoift  the  fwelling  fails. 
Fair  Carolina  lands  ;  the  cannons  roar  ; 
White  Albion's  cliffs  refound  from  fhore  to  fliore. 
Behold  the  bright  original  appear, 
All  praife  is  faint  when  Carolina's  near. 
Thus  to  the  nation's  joy,  but  poet's  coft, 
The  princefs  came,  and  my  new  plan  was  loft. 

Since  all  my  fchemes  were  baulk'd  (my  laft  refort), 
I  left  the  Mufes,  to  frequent  the  Court : 
Penfive  each  night  from  room  to  room  I  Avalk'd, 
To  one  I  bow'd,  and  with  another  talk'd  ; 
Inquir'd  what  news,  or  fuch  a  lady's  name, 
And  did  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  the  fame. 
Places,  I  found,  were  daily  given  away, 
And  yet  no  friendly  Gazette  mention'd  Gay. 
I  afl^'d  a  friend  what  method  to  purfue  ; 
He  cry'd,  I  want  a  place  as  well  as  you. 
Another  aflc'd  me,  why  I  had  not  writ ; 
A  poet  owes  his  fortune  to  his  wit. 

Straight 
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Straight  I  rcply'd,  With  what  a  courtly  grace 
Flows  eafy  verfe  from  him  that  has  a  place  ! 
Had  Virgil  ne'er  at  court  improv'd  his  ftrains, 
He  llill  had  fung  of  flocks  and  homely  fwains ; 
And,  had  not  Horace  fwcet  preferment  found, 
The  Roman  lyre  had  never  learnt  to  found. 

Once  Ladies  fair  in  homely  guife  I  fung, 
And  with  their  names  wild  woods  and  mountains  rung, 
O  teach  me  now  to  llrike  a  fofter  ilrain  ! 
The  Court  refines  the  language  of  the  plain. 

You  muft,  cries  one,  the  Miniftry  rehearfe, 
And  with  each  Patriot's  name  prolong  your  verfe  : 
But  fure  this  truth  to  Poets  fnould  be  known 
That  praifing  all  alike,  is  praifing  none. 

Another  told  me,  if  I  wifh'd  fuccefs. 
To  fome  diftinguifh'd  Lord  I  muft  addrefs  ; 
One  whofe  high  virtues  fpeak  his  noble  blood, 
One  always  zealous  for  his  country's  good  ; 
Where  valour  and  ftrong  eloquence  unite, 
In  council  cautious,  refolute  in  fight ; 
Whofe  generous  temper  prompts  him  to  defend. 
And  patronize  the  man  that  wants  a  friend. 
You  liave,  'tis  true,  the  noble  patron  fhown  ; 
But  I,  alas  !  am  to  Argyll  unknown. 

Still  every  one  I  met  in  this  agreed. 
That  writing  was  my  method  to  fucceed  j 
But  now  preferments  fo  polfefs'd  my  brain,. 
That  fcarce  I  could  produce  a  fingle  ftrain  : 
Indeed  I  fometimes  hammer'd  out  a  line,. 
Without  connexion,  as  without  defign. 
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One  morn  upon  the  Princefs  this  I  writ, 
An  Epigram  that  boafts  more  truth  than  wit. 

"  The  pomp  of  titles  eafy  faith  might  fhake, 
**  She  fcorn'd  an  empire  for  religion's  fake  ; 
**  For  this  on  earth  the  Britifh  crown  was  given, 
**  And  an  immortal  crown  decreed  in  heaven." 
Again,  while  George's  virtues  rais'd  my  thought, 
The  following  lines  prophetic  fancy  wrought. 

"  Methinks  I  fee  fome  Bard,  whofe  heavenly  rage 
**  Shall  rife  in  fong,  and  warm  a  future  age ; 
*'  Look  back  through  time,  and,  wrapt  in  wonder,  trace 
**  The  glorious  feries  of  the  Brunfwick  race. 

"  From  the  firfl:  George  thefe  godlike  kings  defcend, 
"  A  line  which  only  with  the  world  fhall  end. 
**  The  next  a  generous  Prince  renown'd  in  arms, 
**  And  blefs'd,  long  blefs'd.  In  Carolina's  charms  ; 
**  From  thefe  the  reft.     'Tis  thus,  fecure  In  peace, 
*(  We  plow  the  fields,  and  reap  the  year's  Increafe : 
**  Now  Commerce,  wealthy  Goddefs,  rears  her  head, 
**  And  bids  Britannia's  fleets  their  canvafs  fpread  ; 
♦*  Unnumber'd  fliips  the  peopled  ocean  hide, 
**  And  wealth  returns  with  each  revolving  tide." 

Here  paus'd  the  fullen  Mufe  ;  In  hafte  I  drefs'd. 
And  through  the  crowd  of  needy  courtiers  prefs'dj 
Though  unfuccefsful,  happy  whilft  I  fee 
Thofe  eyes,  that  glad  a  nation,  ihine  on  me. 
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TO  THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE  THE 

EARL     OF     BURLINGTON. 

A    JOURNEY    TO   EXETER.     1716. 

"TXTHILE  you,  my  Lord,  bid  {lately  piles  afcend^ 
'  Or  in  your  Chifwick  bowers  enjoy  your  friend  ; 

Where  Pope  unloads  the  boughs  within  his  reach. 
The  purple  vine,  blue  plum,  and  blufhing  peach ; 
I  journey  far.  — You  knew  fat  Bards  might  tire. 
And,  mounted,  fent  me  foith  your  trufty  Squire. 

'Twas  on  the  day  when  city-dames  repair 
To  take  their  weekly  dofe  of  Hyde-park  air  ; 
When  forth  we  trot :  no  carts  the  road  infeit, 
For  Hill  on  Sundays  country  horfes  reil. 
Thy  gardens,  Kenfington,  we  leave  unfeen  ; 
Through  Hammerfmith  jog  on  to  Turnham-greeu, 
That  Turnham-grecn,  which  dainty  pigeons  fed, 
But  feeds  no  more  :  for  *  Solomon  is  dead. 
Three  dufty  miles  reach  Brentford's  tedious  town, 
For  dirty  ftreets  and  white-legg'd  chickens  known : 

*  A  man  once  famous  for  feeding  pigeons. 
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Thence,  o'er  wide  fhrubby  heaths  and  furrow'd  lanes. 
We  come  where  Thames  divides  the  meads  of  Staines, 
We  ferry'd  o'er ;  for  late  the  winter's  flood 
Shook  her  frail  bridge,  and  tore  her  piles  of  wood. 
Prepar'd  for  war,  now  Bagfhot-heath  we  crofs. 
Where  broken  gamefters  oft'  repair  their  lofs. 
At  Hartley-row  the  foaming  bit  we  preft, 
While  the  fat  landlord  welcom'd  every  gueft. 
Supper  was  ended,  healths  the  glafles  crown'd. 
Our  hoft  extoll'd  his  wine  at  every  round  j 
Relates  the  juflices  late  meeting  there, 
How  many  bottles  drank,  and  what  their  cheer ; 
What  lords  had  been  his  guefts  in  days  of  yore. 
And  prais'd  their  wifdom  much,  their  drinking  more* 

Let  travellers  the  morning-vigils  keep  : 
The  morning  rofe,  but  we  lay  faft  afleep. 
Twelve  tedious  miles  we  bore  the  fultry  fun^ 
And  Popham-lane  was  fcarce  in  fight  by  one  : 
The  ftraggling  village  harbour'd  thieves  of  old, 
'Twas  here  the  ftage-coach'd  lafs  refign'd  her  gold  ^ 
That  gold  which  had  in  London  purchas'd  gowns. 
And  fent  her  home  a  belle  to  country  towns. 
But  robbers  haunt  no  more  the  neighbouring  wood  t 
Here  unown'd  infants  find  their  daily  food  ; 
For,  fhould  the  maiden-mother  nurfe  her  fon, 
'Twould  fpoil  her  match  when  her  good  name  is  gone* 
Our  jolly  hoftefs  nineteen  children  bore. 
Nor  fail'd  her  breaft  to  fuckle  nineteen  more. 
Be  juft,  ye  prudes,  wipe  off  the  long  arrear  : 
Be  virgins  ftill  in  town,  but  mothers  here. 

Suttoa 
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Sutton  we  pafs,  and  leave  her  fpacioiis  down. 
And  with  the  fetting  fun  reach  Scockbrldge  town. 
O'er  our  parch'd  tongue  the  rich  metheglin  glides, 
And  the  red  dainty  trout  our  knife  divides. 
Sad  melancholy  every  vifage  wears  ; 
What !   no  election  come  in  feven  long  years ! 
Of  all  our  race  of  mayors,  fhall  Snow  '*  alone 
Be  by  Sir  Richard's  dedication  known  ? 
Our  ilreets  no  more  with  tides  of  ale  fhall  float, 
Nor  coblers  feail  three  years  upon  one  vote. 

Next  morn,  twelve  miles  led  o'erth'  unbounded  plaint- 
Where  the  cloak'd  fliepherd  guides  his  fleecy  train. 
No  leafy  bowers  a  noon-day  flicker  lend. 
Nor  from  the  chilly  dews  at  night  defend  : 
With  wondrous  art,  he  counts  the  fl:raggling  flock. 
And  by  the  fun  informs  you  what's  o'clock. 
How  are  our  fliepherds  fall'n  from  ancient  days  ! 
No  Amaiyllis  chaunts  alternate  lays  ! 
From  her  no  lifliening  echos  learn  to  fing. 
Nor  with  his  reed  the  jocund  valleys  ring. 

Here  flieep  the  pafture  hide,  there  harvefl;s  bend. 
See  Sarum's  fteeple  o'er  yon  hill  afcend  ; 
Our  horfes  faintly  trot  beneath  the  heat, 
And  our  keen  fliomachs  know  the  hour  to  eat, 

*  Sir  Richard  Steele,  member  for  Stockbridge,  wrote  s 
treatife  called  **  The  Importance  of  Dunkirk  conddered,"  and 
dedicated  it  to  Mr.  John  Snow,  Bailiff  of  Stockbridge.  Gay. — 
Dr.  Swift  wrote  a  humorous  treatife  in  anfwer  to  it,  called  "  The 
•'  Importance  of  the  Guardian  confidered,   in  a  Second  Letter  to 

N. 
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Who  can  forfake  thy  walls,  and  not  admire 
The  proud  cathedral,  and  the  lofty  fpire  ? 
What  fempflrefs  has  not  prov'd  thy  fciffars  good  ? 
From  hence  firft  came  th'  intriguing  riding-hood. 
Amid  *  three  boarding-fchools  well  ftock'd  with  mifTef, 
Shall  three  knight-errants  ftarve  for  want  of  kilTes  ? 

O'er  the  green  turf  the  miles  Hide  fwift  away, 
And  Blandford  ends  the  labours  of  the  day. 
The  morning  rofe  ;  the  fupper  reckoning  paid. 
And  our  due  fees  difcharg'd  to  man  and  maid. 
The  ready  oilier  near  the  llirrup  (lands. 
And,  as  we  mount,  our  half-pence  load  his  hands- 

Now  the  lleep  hill  fair  Dorchefler  overlooks, 
Border'd  by  meads,  and  wafh'd  by  filver  brooks^ 
Here  fleep  my  two  companions  eyes  fupprell, 
And  propt  in  elbow-chairs  they  fnoring  reft  : 
I  weary  fit,  and  with  my  pencil  trace 
Their  painful  poftures,  and  their  eyelefs  face  j 
Then  dedicate  each  glafs  to  fome  fair  name. 
And  on  the  fafh  the  diamond  fcrawls  my  flame. 
Now  o'er  true  Roman  way  our  horfes  found, 
Groevius  would  kneel,  and  kifs  the  facred  ground. 
On  either  fide  low  fertile  valleys  lie, 
The  diftant  profpefts  tire  the  travelling  eye. 
Through  Bridport's  ftony  lanes  our  route  we  take. 
And  the  proud  fteep  defcend  to  Morcombe's  lake. 
As  hearfes  pafs'd,  our  landlord  robb'd  the  pall, 
And  with  the  mournful  'fcutcheon  hung  his  hall. 

*  There  are  three  boarding-fchools  in  this  town.  Gay.         ^ 

On 
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On  iinadulterate  wine  we  here  regale, 
And  ftrlp  the  lobfler  of  his  fcarlet  mail. 

We  climbM  the  hills,  when  ftarry  night  arofc, 
And  Axminfter  affords  a  kind  repofe. 
The  maid,  fubdued  by  fees,  her  trunk  unlocks, 
And  gives  the  cleanly  aid  of  dowlafs-fmocks. 
Mean  time  our  fhirts  her  bufy  fingers  rub, 
While  the  foap  lathers  o'er  the  foaming  tub. 
If  women's  geer  fuch  pleafmg  dreams  incite, 
Lend  us  your  fmocks,  ye  damfels,  every  night ! 
We  rife,  our  beards  demand  the  barber's  art ; 
A  female  enters,  and  performs  the  part. 
The  weighty  golden  chain  adorns  her  neck, 
And  three  gold  rings  her  flcilful  hand  bedeck  : 
Smooth  o'er  our  chin  her  eafy  fingers  move, 
Soft  as  when  Venus  ftroak'd  the  beard  of  Jove. 

Now  from  the  fteep,  midft  fcatter'd  farms  and  groveg. 
Our  eye  through  Honiton's  fair  valley  roves. 
Behind  us  foon  the  bufy  town  we  leave, 
Where  fineft  lace  induilrious  laffes  weave. 
Now  fvvelling  clouds  roU'd  on  ;  the  rainy  load 
Stream'd  down  our  hats,  and  fmoak'd  along  the  road  j 
When   (O  bleft  fight  !)   a  friendly  fign  we  fpy'd. 
Our  fpurs  are  flacken'd  from  the  horfes  fide  ; 
For  fure  a  civil  hoft  the  houfe  commands. 
Upon  whofe  fign  this  courteous  motto  fiiands  : 
*'  This  is  the  ancient  hand,  and  eke  the  pen  ; 
"  Here  is  for  horfes  hay,  and  meat  for  men." 
How  rhyme  would  flourifh,  did  each  fon  of  fam.e 
Know  his  own  genius,  and  direft  his  flame  ! 

6  Then 
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Then  he,  that  could  not  Epic  flights  rehearfe,. 

Might  fweetly  mourn  in  Elegiac  verfe. 

But,  were  his  Mufe  for  Elegy  unfit. 

Perhaps  a  diftich  might  not  ftrain  his  wit ; 

If  Epigram  offend,  his  harmlefs  lines 

Might  in  gold  letters  fwing  on  ale-houfe  figns. 

Then  Hobbinol  might  propagate  his  bays, 

And  Tuttle-fields  record  his  fimple  lays  ; 

Where  rhymes  hke  thefe  might  lure  the  nurfes'  eyes,, 

While  gaping,  infants  fquawl  for  farthing  pies  : 

*'  Treat  here,  ye  fhepherds  blithe,  your  damfels  fweety 

**  For  pies  and  cheefecakes  are  for  damfels  meet.'* 

Then  Maurus  in  his  proper  fphere  might  fhine, 

And  thefe  proud  numbers  grace  great  William's  fign  ; 

**  This  is  the  man,  this  the  Naffovian,  whom 

**  I  nam'd  the  brave  deliverer  to  come  *." 

But  now  the  driving  gales  fufpend  the  rain, 

We  mount  our  fteeds,  and  Devon's  city  gain. 

Hail,  happy  native  land  !  —  but  1  forbear 

What  other  counties  mull  with  envy  hear. 

*  Blackmorc's  Prince  Arthur,  Book  V. 
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TO  THE   RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM   PULTENEY,   Esq^   1717, 

"PULTENEY,  mcthinksyou  blame  my  breach  of 

-^  word  ; 

What  !   cannot  Paris  one  poor  page  afFord  ? 

Yes,  I  can  fagely,  when  the  times  are  paft, 

Laugh  at  thofe  folHes  which  I  ftrove  to  tafte, 

And  each  amufement,  which  we  fhar'd,  review, 

Pleas'd  with  mere  talking,  fince  I  talk  to  you. 

But  liow  fliall  I  defcribe  in  humble  profe 

Their  balls,  afiemblies,  operas,  and  beaux  ? 

In  profe  ?  you  cry  :  oh  no,  the  Mufe  muft  aid, 

And  leave  Parnaffus  for  the  Tuilleries'  fhade  : 

Shall  he   (who  late  Britannia's  city  trod, 

And  led  the  draggled  Mufe,  with  pattens  fhod. 

Through  dirty  lanes,  and  alleys'  doubtful  ways) 

Refufe  to  write,  when  Paris  alks  his  lays  ! 

Well  then,  I'll  try.     Defcend,  ye  beauteous  Nine, 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  fhine, 
Let  fparkling  ftars  your  neck  and  ear  adorn. 
Lay  on  the  blufhes  of  the  crimfon  morn  ; 
So  may  ye  balls  and  gay  aflemblies  grace, 
And  at  the  opera  claim  the  foremofl  place. 

Travellers  fhould  ever  fit  expreiTion  choofe, 
Kor  with  low  phrafe  the  lofty  theme  abufe. 

When 
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When  they  defcribe  the  ftate  of  eaftern  lords, 
Pomp  and  magnificence  fhould  fwell  their  words  ^ 
And,  when  they  paint  the  ferpent's  fcaly  pride, 
Their  lines  fhould  hifs,  their  numbers  fmoothly  flide  ; 
But  they,  unmindful  of  poetic  rules, 
Defcribe  alike  Mockaws  and  Great  Moguls. 
Dampier  would  thus,  without  ill-meaning  fatire^ 
Drefs  forth  in  fimple  ftyle  the  Petit-maitre  : 

"  In  Paris,  there  's  a  race  of  animals 
*'  (I've  feen  them  at  their  operas  and  balls) : 
^*  They  ftand  erecft,  they  dance  whene'er  they  walk, 
**  Monkeys  in  aftion,  perroquets  in  talk  ; 
*'  They  're  crown'd  with  feathers,  like  the  cockatoo, 
**  And,  like  camelions,  daily  change  their  hue ;. 
**  From  patches  juftly  plac'd  they  borrow  graces, 
**  And  with  vermilion  lacquer  o'er  their  faces. 
*'  This  cuftom,  as  we  vifibly  difcern, 
"  They,  by  frequenting  ladies'  toilettes,  learn*'* 
Thus  might  the  traveller  eafy  truth  impart. 
Into  the  fubje6l  let  me  nobly  ftart. 

How  happy  lives  the  man,  how  fure  to  charm, 
Whofe  knot  embroider'd  flutters  down  his  arm  ! 
On  him  the  ladies  call  the  yielding  glance. 
Sigh  in  his  fongs,  and  languifh  in  his  dance  : 
While  wretched  is  the  wit,  contemn'd,  forlorn, 
Whofe  gummy  hat  no  fcarlet  plumes  adorn  ; 
No  broider'd  flowers  his  worfted  ankle  grace, 
Nor  cane  embofs'd  with  gold  dire6ls  his  pace  ; 
No  lady's  favour  on  his  fword  is  hung ; 
What  though  Apollo  didate  from  his  tongue, 

His 
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His  wit  is  fpirltlefs  and  void  of  grace, 
Who  wants  th'  afliirance  of  brocade  and  lace. 
While  tlie  gay  fop  genteelly  talks  of  weather. 
The  fair  in  raptures  doat  upon  his  feather ; 
Like  a  court-lady  though  he  write  and  fpell. 
His  minuet-ftep  was  fafhion'd  by  Marcell  *  ; 
He  drefies,  fences.     What  avails  to  know  ? 
For  women  choofe  their  men,  like  filks,  for  fliovr. 
Is  this  the  thing,  you  cry,  that  Paris  boafts  ? 
Is  this  the  thing  renown'd  among  our  toafts  ? 
For  fuch  a  fluttering  fight  we  need  not  roam  ; 
Our  own  afTemblies  fliine  with  thefe  at  home. 

Let  us  into  the  field  of  beauty  ilart ; 
Beauty's  a  theme  that  ever  warmM  my  heart. 
Think  not,  ye  fair,  that  I  the  fex  accufe  : 
How  fhall  I  fpare  you,  prompted  by  the  Mufe  ? 
(The  Mufes  all  2x^  prudes  /)   She  rails,  fhe  frets, 
Amidft  this  fprightly  nation  of  coquettes  : 
Yet  let  not  us  their  loofe  coquetry  blame  ; 
Women  of  ever)'-  nation  are  the  fame. 

You  afk  me,  if  Parlfian  dames,  like  ours, 
With  rattling  dice  prophane  the  Sunday's  hours ; 
If  they  the  gamefter's  pale-ey'd  vigils  keep, 
■And  ftake  their  honour  while  their  hu(bands  fleep  ? 
Yes,  Sir  ;  like  EngHfh  toafts,  the  dames  of  France 
Will  rifque  their  income  on  a  fingle  chance. 
Nannette  laft  night  a  tricking  pharaon  play'd. 
The  cards  the  Taillier's  Aiding  hand  obey'd  : 


*  A  famous  dancing-mailer. 
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To-day  her  neck  no  brilliant  circle  wears, 
Kor  the  ray-darting  pendant  loads  her  ears. 
Why  does  old  Chloris  an  aflembly  hold  ? 
Chloris  each  night  divides  the  (harper's  gold. 
Corinna's  cheek  with  frequent  lofles  burns, 
And  no  bold  Trente  1e  ^a  her  fortune  turns. 
Ah,  too  rafh  virgin  !  where's  thy  virtue  flown  ? 
She  pawns  her  perfon  for  the  {harper's  loan. 
Yet  who  with  juftice  can  the  fair  upbraid, 
Whofe  debts  of  honour  are  fo  duly  paid  ? 

But  let  me  not  forget  the  toilette's  cares. 
Where  art  each  morn  the  languid  cheek  repairs ; 
This  red  's  too  pale,  nor  gives  a  diftant  grace  ; 
Madame  to-day  puts  on  her  opera  face ; 
From  this  we  fcarce  extraft  the  milk-maid's  bloom  : 
Bring  the  deep  dye  that  warms  acrofs  the  room  : 
Now  flames  her  cheek,  fo  ftrong  her  charms  prevail, 
That  on  her  gown  the  filken  rofe  looks  pale  ! 
Not  but  that  France  fome  native  beauty  boaflis, 
Clermont  and  Charolois  might  grace  our  toafl;s. 
When  the  fweet-breathing  fpring  unfolds  the  buds. 
Love  flies  the  dully  town  for  fliady  woods. 
Then  Tottenham  fields  with  roving  beauty  fwarm, 
And  Hampftead  balls  the  city  virgin  warm  ? 
Then  Chelfea's  meads  o'erhear  perfidious  vows, 
And  the  prefl:  grafs  defrauds  the  grazing  cows. 
*Tis  here  the  fame  ;  but  in  a  higher  fphere. 
For  ev'n  -court -ladies  fin  in  open  air. 
What  cit  with  a  gallant  would  trufl;  his  fpoufe 
Beneath  the  tempting  fliade  of  Greenwich  boughs  ? 

What 
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What  peer  of  France  would  let  his  dutchefs  rove> 
Where  Boulogne's  clofeft  woods  invite  to  love  ? 
But  here  no  wife  can  blafl  her  hufband*s  fame, 
Cuckold  is  grown  an  honourable  name. 
Stretch'd  on  the  grafs,  the  fliepherd  fighs  his  pain  ; 
And  on  the  grafs  what  fhepherd  fighs  in  vain  ? 
On  Chloe's  lap  here  Damon  laid  along, 
Melts  with  the  languifh  of  her  amorous  fong  ; 
There  Iris  flies  Palaemon  through  the  glade. 
Nor  trips  by  chance — till  in  the  thicked  fhade  ; 
Here  Cehmene  defends  her  lips  and  breaft, 
For  kiffes  are  by  ftruggling  clofer  prell  : 
Alexis  there  with  eager  flame  grows  bold. 
Nor  can  the  nymph  his  wanton  fingers  hold  : 
Be  wife,  Alexis ;  what,  fo  near  the  road  ! 
Hark,  a  coach  rolls,  and  hufoands  are  abroad  ! 
Such  were  our  pleafures  in  the  days  of  yore. 
When  amorous  Charles  Britannia's  fceptre  bore  ; 
The  nightly  fcene  of  joy  the  Park  was  made, 
And  Love  in  couples  peopled  every  fliade. 
But,  fince  at  court  the  rural  tafte  is  loll. 
What  mighty  fums  have  velvet  couches  cofl:  ! 

Sometimes  the  Tuilleries'  gaudy  walk  I  love, 
"Where  I  through  crowds  of  ruftling  mantuas  rove. 
As  here  from  fide  to  fide  my  eyes  I  cafl:. 
And  gaz'd  on  all  the  glittering  train  that  pad, 
Sudden  a  fop  Heps  forth  before  the  rell ; 
I  knew  the  bold  embroidery  of  his  veil. 
He  thus  accofts  me  with  familiar  air, 
**  Parbleu  !  on  a  fait  cet  habit  en  Angleterre  ! 

Vot.  XXXVI.  N  *'  QucUc 
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**  Quelle  manche  !  ce  galon  eft  groflierement  range  ; 

*'  Volla  quelque  cliofe  de  fort  beau  et  degage !" 

This  faid :    on  his  red  heel  he  turns,  and  then 

Hums  a  foft  minuet,  and  proceeds  again  : 

**  Well ;  now  youVe  Paris  feen,  you'll  frankly  own 

**  Your  boafted  London  feems  a  country  town. 

**  Has  chriilianity  yet  reach'd  your  nation  ? 

**  Are  churches  built  ?  Are  mafquerades  in  fafhion  ? 

**  Do  daily  foups  your  dinners  introduce  ? 

**  Are  mufic,  fnuft,  and  coaches,  yet  in  ufe  ?" 

Pardon  me.  Sir ;  we  know  the  Paris  mode, 

And  gcithcr  po/iteffe  from  courts  abroad. 

Like  you,  our  courtiers  keep  a  numerous  train 

To  load  their  coach,  and  tradefmen  dun  in  vain. 

Nor  has  religion  left  us  in  the  lurch  ; 

And,  as  in  France,  our  vulgar  crowd  the  church  : 

Our  ladies  too  fupport  the  mafquerade  ; 

The  fex  by  nature  love  th'  intriguing  trade. 

Straight  the  vain  fop  in  ignorant  raptures  cries, 

*'  Paris  the  barbarous  world  will  civiHze  !" 

Pray,  Sir,  point  out  among  the  paffing  band 

The  prefent  beauties  who"  the  town  command. 

*'  See  yonder  dame  ;   ftrift  virtue  chills  her  brcaft, 

"  Mark  in  her  eye  demure  the  prude  profeft  ; 

**  That  frozen  bofom  native  fire  muft  want, 

**  Which  boafts  of  conftancy  to  one  gallant ! 

**  This  next  the  fpoils  of  fifty  lovers  wears, 

**  Rich  Dandin's  brilliant  favours  grace  her  ears  ; 

**  The  necklace  Florio^s  generous  flame  beftowM, 

**  Clitander's  fparkling  gems  her  finger  load ; 

6  « But 
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**  But  now  her  charms  grow  cheap  by  conftant  ufe, 

*'  She  fins  for  fcarfs,  clock'd-ilockings,  knots,  and  (hoes. 

*'  This  next,  with  fober  gait  and  ferioiis  leer, 

*'  Wearies  her  knees  with  morn  and  evening  prayer  j 

*'  She  fcorns  th'  ignoble  love  of  feeble  pages, 

"  But  with  three  abbots  in  one  night  engages. 

"  This  with  the  cardinal  her  nights  employs, 

**  Where  holy  finews  confecrate  her  joys. 

**  Why  have  I  promis'd  things  beyond  my  power  ? 

**  Five  aflignations  wait  me  at  this  hour  ! 

"  The  fprightly  countefs  firfl:  my  vifit  claims, 

**  To-morrow  fliall  indulge  inferior  dames. 

*'  Pardon  me,  Sir,  that  thus  I  take  my  leave  ; 

"  Gay  Tlorlmella  flily  twitch'd  my  fleeve." 

Adieu,  Monfieur  ! — The  opera  hour  draws  near. 
Not  fee  the  opera  !  all  the  world  is  there  ; 
Where  on  the  fcage  th'  embroider'd  youth  of  France 
In  bright  array  attract  the  female  glance  : 
This  languifhes,  this  ftruts,  to  fhow  his  mien. 
And  not  a  gold-clock'd  (locking  moves  unfeen. 
But  hark  !  the  full  orcheftra  ftrikc  the  firings  ; 
The  hero  llruts,  and  the  whole  audience  fmgs. 

My  jarring  ear  harfh  grating  murmurs  wound, 
Hoarfe  and  confus'd,  like  Babel's  mingled  found. 
Hard  chance  had  plac'd  me  near  a  noify  throat, 
That  in  rough  quavers  bellow'd  every  note. 
Pray,  Sir,  fays  I,  fufpend  awhile  your  fong  ; 
The  opera's  drown'd  ;  your  lungs  are  v/ondrous  ftrong; 
I  wifli  to  hear  your  Roland's  ranting  ftrain. 
While  he  with  rooted  foreils  (Irows  the  plain. 

N  2  Suddei 
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Sudden  he  fliriigs  furprife,  and  anfwers  quick, 
**  Monlieur  apparement  n'aime  pas  la  mufique  !'* 
Then  turning  round,  he  joined  th'  ungrateful  nolfe  ; 
And  the  loud  chorus  thunder'd  with  his  voice. 

-O  footh  me  with  fome  foft  Italian  air, 
Let  harmony  compofe  my  tortur'd  ear ! 
When  Anaftafia's  voice  commands  the  ftrain, 
The  melting  warble  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 
Thought  ftands  fufpenfe,  and  iilence  pleas'd  attends, 
While  in  her  notes  the  heavenly  choir  defcends. 

But  you'll  imagine  I'm  a  Frenchman  grown, 
Pleas'd  and  content  with  nothing  but  my  own, 
So  ftrongly  with  this  prejudice  poffeft, 
He  thinks  French  mufic  and  French  painting  bell. 
Mention  the  force  of  learn'd  Corelli's  notes, 
Some  fcraping  fiddler  of  their  ball  he  quotes ; 
Talk  of  the  fpirit  Raphael's  pencil  gives. 
Yet  warm  with  life  whofe  fpeaklng  picture  lives  ; 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  he,  in  colour  and  defign, 
RIgaut  and  Raphael  are  extremely  fine  ! 

'Tis  true  his  country's  love  tranfports  his  breafi: 
With  warmer  zeal  than  your  old  Greeks  profeil. 
UlyfTes  lov'd  his  Ithaca  of  yore. 
Yet  that  fage  traveller  left  his  native  fhore. 
What  ilronger  virtue  in  the  Frenchman  fliines  ! 
He  to  dear  Paris  all  his  life  confines. 
I'm  not  fo  fond.     There  are,  I  mull  confefs, 
Things  which  might  make  me  love  my  country  lefs. 
I  fhould  not  think  my  Britain  had  fuch  charms, 
M  loll  to  learning,  if  enflav'd  by  arms* 

Trance 
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France  has  her  Rlchlieus  and  her  Colberts  known  ; 
And  then,  I  grant  it,  France  in  fclence  fhone. 
We  too,  I  own,  without  fuch  aids  may  chance 
In  ignorance  and  pride  to  rival  France. 

But  let  me  not  forget  Corneille,  Racine, 
Boileau's  ftrong  fenfe,  and  Moliere's  humorous  fcenc. 
Let  Cambray's  name  be  fung  above  the  reft, 
Whofe  maxims,  Pulteney,  warm  thy  patriot  breaft  ; 
In  Mentor's  precepts  wifdom  ftiong  and  clear 
Dictates  fublime,  and  diftant  nations  hear. 
Hear,  all  ye  princes,  who  the  world  control, 
What  cares,  what  terrors,  haunt  the  Tyrant's  fou.l ; 
His  conftant  train  are.  Anger,  Fear,  Diftruft. 
To  be  a  king,  is  to  be  good  and  juft ; 
His  people  he  protefts,  their  rights  he  faves, 
And  fcorns  to  rule  a  wretched  race  of  flaves. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  fhall  the  monarch  reign, 
Where  guardian  laws  defpotic  power  reftrain  ! 
There  ftiall  the  ploughshare  break  the  ftubborn  land. 
And  bending  harveft  tire  the  peafant's  hand  : 
There  Liberty  her  fettled  manfion  boafts. 
There  Commerce  plenty  brings  from  foreign  coafts. 
O  Britain  !   guard  thy  laws,  thy  rights  defend  : 
So  fhall  thefe  bleffings  to  thy  fons  defcend  ! 

You'll  think  'tis  time  fome  other  theme  to  choofe, 
And  not  with  beaux  and  fops  fatigue  the  Mufe  : 
Should  I  let  fatire  loofe  on  Enghfti  ground. 
There  fools  of  various  character  abound  ; 
But  here  my  verfe  is  to  one  race  confin'd. 
All  Frenchmen  are  of  pet'it-ma'itre  kind. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

PAUL     METHUEN*,     Esc^ 

^  j  ^  HAT  'tis  encouragement  makes  fcience  fpread. 

Is  rarely  praftis'd,  though  'tis  often  faid. 
When  learning  droops  and  fickens  in  the  land, 
AVhat  patron's  found,  to  lend  a  faving  hand  ? 
True  generous  fpirits  profperous  vice  deteft. 
And  love  to  cherifh  virtue  when  diftreft  : 
But,  ere  our  mighty  lords  this  fcheme  purfue. 
Our  mighty  lords  muft  think  and  a6l  like  you. 

Why  muft  v/e  climb  the  Alpine  mountain's  fides. 
To  find  the  feat  where  harmony  refides  ? 
Why  touch  we  not  fo  foft  the  filver  lute. 
The  cheerful  hautboy,  and  the  mellow  flute  ? 
'Tis  not  th'  Italian  clime  improves  the  found  ; 
But  there  the  patrons  of  her  fons  are  found. 

Why  flourifh'd  verfe  in  great  Auguflus'  reign  ? 
He  and  Maecenas  lov'd  the  Mufe's  ftrain. 
But  now  that  wight  in  poverty  muft  mourn 
Who  was  (O  cruel  ftars  !)  a  poet  born. 
Yet  there  are  ways  for  authors  to  be  great ; 
Write  rancorous  libels  to  reform  the  ftate  : 
Or,  if  you  choofe  more  fure  and  ready  ways, 
Spatter  a  minifter  with  fulfome  praife  : 

*  Afterwards  Sir  Paul,  K.  B. 

Launeh 
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Laiincli  out  with  freedom,  flatter  him  enough  ; 
Fear  not — all  men  are  dedication  proof. 
Be  bolder  yet,  you  mud  go  farther  ftill. 
Dip  deep  in  gall  thy  mercenary  quill. 
He,  who  his  pen  in  party-quarrels  draws. 
Lifts  an  hir'd  bravo  to  fiipport  the  caufe  ; 
He  muft  indulge  his  patron's  hate  and  fpleen, 
And  ftab  the  fame  of  thofe  he  ne'er  had  feen. 
Why  then  fliould  authors  mourn  their  defperate  cafe  ? 
Be  brave,  do  this,  and  then  demand  a  place. 
Why  art  thou  poor  ?    Exert  the  gifts  to  rife. 
And  banifli  timorous  virtue  from  thy  eyes. 

All  this  feems  modern  preface,  where  we're  told 
That  wit  is  prais'd,  but  hungry  lives  and  cold  : 
Againft  th*  ungrateful  age  thefe  authors  roar. 
And  fancy  learning  ftarves  becaufe  they're  poor. 
Yet  why  ihould  learning  hope  fuccefs  at  court  ? 
Why  fhould  our  patriots  virtue's  caufe  fupport  ? 
Why  to  true  merit  fnould  they  have  regard  ? 
They  know  that  virtue  is  its  ov/n  reward. 
Yet  let  not  me  of  grievances  complain, 
Who  (though  the  meaneft  of  the  Mufes'  train) 
Can  boaft  fubfcriptions  to  my  humble  lays, 
i\nd  mingle  profit  with  my  little  praife. 

Aflc  Painting,  why  fne  loves  Hefperian  air  ? 
Go  view,  flie  cries,  my  glorious  labours  there ; 
There  in  rich  palaces  I  reign  in  ftate. 
And  on  the  temples  lofty  domes  create. 
The  nobles  view  my  works  with  knowing  eyes, 
They  love  the  fcience,  and  the  painter  prize. 

N  4  Why 
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Why  didft  thou,  Kent,  forego  thy  native  land^ 
To  emulate  in  picture  Raphael's  hand  ? 
Think'fl  thou  for  this  to  raife  thy  name  at  home  ? 
Go  back,  adorn  the  palaces  of  Rome  ; 
There  on  the  walls  let  thy  juft  labours  (hine, 
And  Raphael  live  again  in  thy  defign. 
Yet  ftay  awhile  ;  call  all  thy  genius  forth, 
For  Burlington  unbiafs'd  knows  thy  worth  ; 
His  judgment  in  thy  mafter-ftrokes  can  trace 
Titian's  ftrong  fire,  and  Guido's  fofter  grace. 
But,  oh,  confider,  ere  thy  works  appear, 
Canft  thou  unhurt  the  tongue  of  Envy  hear  ? 
Cenfure  will  blame  ;  her  breath  was  ever  fpent 
To  blaft  the  laurels  of  the  eminent. 
While  Burlington's  proportion'd  columns  rife, 
Does  not  he  Hand  the  gaze  of  envious  eyes  ? 
Doors,  windows,  are  condemn'd  by  pafling  fools. 
Who  know  not  that  they  damn  Palladio's  rules* 
If  Chandos  with  a  hberal  hand  beftow, 
Cenfure  imputes  it  all  to  pomp  and  fhow ; 
When,  if  the  motive  right  were  underftood. 
His  daily  pleafure  is  in  doing  good. 

Had  Pope  with  grovehng  numbers  fiU'd  his  page, 
Dennis  had  never  kindled  into  rage. 
'Tis  the  fublime  that  hurts  the  critic's  eafe  ; 
Write  nonfenfe,  and  he  reads  and  fleeps  in  peace. 
Were  Prior,  Congreve,  Swift,  and  Pope,  unknown^ 
Poor  flander-felling  Curll  would  be  undone. 
He,  who  would  free  from  malice  pafs  his  days, 
Mull  live  obfcure,  and  never  merit  praife, 

Bi^t 
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But  let  this  talc  to  valiant  virtue  tell 
The  daily  perils  of  deferving  well. 

A  crow  was  ftrutting  o'er  the  ftubbled  plain, 
Jufl  as  a  lark  defcending  clos'd  his  drain. 
The  crow  befpoke  him  thus,  with  folennn  grace  : 
**  Thou  moft  accomplifh'd  of  the  feather'd  race  ! 
*'  What  force  of  lungs !  how  clear !  how  fweet  you  fingi 
"  And  no  bird  foars  upon  a  ftronger  wing." 
The  lark,  who  fcorn'd  foft  flattery,  thus  replies  : 
"  True,  I  fing  fweet,  and  on  llrong  pinion  rife; 
"  Yet  let  me  pafs  my  life  from  envy  free, 
**  For  what  advantage  are  thefe  gifts  to  me  ? 
"  My  fong  confines  me  to  the  wiry  cage, 
"  My  flight  provokes  the  falcon's  fatal  rage. 
**  But,  as  you  pafs,  I  hear  the  fowlers  fay, 
*'  To  flioot  at  crows  is  powder  flung  away.'* 
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EPISTLE        V. 

TO      HER      GRACE 

HENRIETTA,  DUTCHESS  OF  MARLBOROUGH. 

"F?  X  C  U  S  E  me,  madam,  if  amidft  your  tears 
•^— ^  A  Mufe  intrudes,  a  Mufe  who  feels  your  cares  ; 
Numbers,  like  mufic,  can  ev'n  grief  control, 
And  lull  to  peace  the  tumults  of  the  foul. 

If  partners  in  our  woes  the  mind  relieve, 
Confider  for  your  lofs  ten  thoufands  grieve  ; 
Th'  affli6lion  burthens  not  your  heart  alone ; 
When  Marlborough  died,  a  nation  gave  a  groan. 
Could  I  recite  the  dangerous  toils  he  chofe, 
To  blefs  his  country  with  a  fixt  repofe  ; 
Could  I  recount  the  labours  he  o'ercame, 
To  raife  his  country  to  the  pitch  of  fame  ; 
His  councils,  fieges,  his  viftorious  fights, 
To  fave  his  country's  laws  and  native  rights  ; 
No  father  (ever)'-  generous  heart  muft  own) 
Has  ftronger  fondnefs  to  his  darling  fhown. 
Britannia's  fighs  a  double  lofs  deplore, 
Her  father  and  her  hero  is  no  more. 

Does  Britain  only  pay  her  debt  of  tears  ? 
Yes.     Holland  fighs,  and  for  her  freedom  fears. 
When  Gallia's  monarch  pour'd  his  wafteful  bands, 
Like  a  wide  deluge,  o'er  her  level  lands, 
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She  faw  her  frontier  towers  in  ruin  lie, 
Ev'n  Liberty  had  prun'd  her  wings  to  fly  : 
Then  Marlborough  came,  defeated  Gallia  fled  ; 
And  fliatterM  Belgia  rais*d  her  languid  head  ; 
In  him  fecure,  as  in  her  fl:rongeil  mound 
That  keeps  the  raging  fea  within  its  bound. 

O  Germany  !  remember  Hockft;et's  plain, 
Where  proftrate  Gallia  bled  at  every  vein  : 
Think  on  the  refcue  of  th'  imperial  throne. 
Then  think  of  Marlborough's  death  without  a  groan  ! 

Apollo  kindly  whifpers  me  :   "  Be  wife  : 
**  How  to  his  gloiy  fliall  thy  numbers  rife  ? 
"  The  force  of  verfe  another  theme  might  raife, 
"  But  here  the  merit  muft  tranfcend  the  praife. 
"  Hafl:  thou,  prefumptuous  bard  !  that  godhke  flame 
"  Which  with  the  fun  ftiall  laft,  and  Marlborough's 

fame? 
*'  Then  fmg  the  man.     But  who  can  boafl:  this  fire  ? 
"  Refign  the  tafl-c,  and  filently  admire." 

Yet  fliall  he  not  in  worthy  lays  be  read  ? 
Raife  Homer,  call  up  Virgil  from  the  dead. 
But  he  requires  not  the  flirong  glare  of  verfe  : 
Let  pundual  hifl:ory  his  deeds  rehearfe  ; 
Let  truth  in  native  purity  appear. 
You'll  find  Achilles  and  iEneas  there. 

Is  this  the  comfort  which  the  Mufe  befliows  ? 
I  but  indulge  and  aggravate  your  woes. 
A  prudent  friend,  who  feeks  to  give  relief. 
Ne'er  touches  on  the  fpring  that  mov'd  the  grief. 

Is 
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Is  it  not  barbarous,  to  the  fighing  maid 
To  mention  broken  vows  and  nymphs  betray 'd  ? 
Would  you  the  ruin'd  merchant's  foul  appeafe, 
With  talk  of  fands,  and  rocks,  and  ftormy  feas  ? 
Ev'n  while  I  ftrive  on  Marlborough's  fame  to  rife, 
I  call  up  forrow  in  a  daughter's  eyes. 

Think  on  the  laurels  that  his  temples  fhade, 
Laurels  that  (fpite  of  time)  fhall  never  fade. 
Immortal  honour  has  enroll'd  his  name  ; 
Detraction's  dumb,  and  Envy  put  to  fhame. 
Say,  who  can  foar  beyond  his  eagle  flight  ; 
Has  he  not  reach'd  to  glory's  utmoll  height  ? 
What  could  he  more,  had  Heav'n  prolong'd  his  date  ? 
All  human  power  is  limited  by  fate. 

Forbear.     'Tis  cruel  further  to  commend ; 
I  wake  your  forrow,  and  again  offend. 
Yet  fure  your  goodnefs  muft  forgive  a  crime, 
Which  will  be  fpread  through  every  age  and  clime  ; 
Though  in  your  life  ten  thoufand  fummers  roll, 
And  though  you  compafs  earth  from  pole  to  pole, 
Where'er  men  talk  of  war  and  martial  fame, 
They'll  mention  Marlborough's  and  Casfar's  name. 

But  vain  are  all  the  counfcls  of  the  Mufe  ; 
A  foul  like  yours  could  not  a  tear  refufe  : 
Could  you  your  birth  and  filial  love  forego, 
Still  fighs  muft  rife,  and  generous  forrow  flovi^ ; 
For,  when  from  earth  fuch  matchlefs  worth  removes, 
A  great  mind  fuffers.     Virtue  virtue  loves. 
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X      P      I      S      T      L      E         VI*. 
TO         MR.         POPE, 

ON     HIS    HAVING     FINISHED     HIS 

TRANSLATION    OF     HOME  r's     I  L  I  A  !>♦ 
A    WELCOME   FROM    GREECE. 

I. 

LONG  haft  thou,  friend  !  been  abfent  from  my  foil, 
Like  patient  Ithacus  at  fiege  of  Troy ; 
I  have  been  witnefs  of  thy  fix  years  toil, 

Thy  daily  labours,  and  thy  night's  annoy. 
Loft  to  thy  native  land,  with  great  turmoil. 

On  the  wide  fea,  oft'  threatening  to  deftroy : 
Methinks  with  thee  Fve  trod  Sigcean  ground. 
And  heard  the  fhores  of  Hellefpont  refound. 

IL 
Did  I  not  fee  thee  when  tliou  firft  fett'ft  fail 
To  feek  adventures  fair  in  Homer's  land  ? 
Did  I  not  fee  thy  finking  fpirits  fail, 

And  wifh  thy  bark  had  never  left  the  flrand  ? 

*  A  clofe  imitation  of  the  beginning  of  the  46th  Canto  of  the 
*'  Orlando  Furiofo,"  Mr.  Gay  has  even  adopted  the  meafure  of 
his  original,  and  has  comprifed  his  defign  in  almoft  the  fame 
number  of  lines,  viz,  in  twenty-one  oiflave  ftanzas,  inftead  of 
nineteen.     S. 

Ev'» 
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Ev'n  in  mid  ocean  often  didfl  thou  quail. 

And  oft'  lift  up  thy  holy  eye  and  hand. 
Praying  the  Virgin  dear,  and  faintly  choir, 
Back  to  the  port  to  bring  thy  bark  entire. 

III. 
Chear  up,  my  friend  !  thy  dangers  now  are  o'er  } 

Methinks — nay,  fure  the  rifmg  coafts  appear  ; 
Hark  !  how  the  guns  falute  from  either  fhore. 

As  thy  trim  veffel  cuts  the  Thames  fo  fair  : 
Shouts  anfwering  fhouts  from  Kent  and  EiTex  roar. 

And  bells  break  loud  through  every  gull  of  air  : 
Bonfires  do  blaze,  and  bones  and  cleavers  ring. 
As  at  the  coming  of  fome  mighty  king. 

IV. 
Kow  pafs  we  Gravefend  with  a  friendly  wind. 

And  Tilbury's  white  fort,  and  long  Blackwall ; 
Greenwich,  where  dwells  the  friend  of  human  kind, 

More  vifited  than  or  her  park  or  hall, 
Withers  the  good,  and  (with  him  ever  join'd) 

Facetious  Difney,  greet  thee  firft  of  all : 
I  fee  his  chimney  fmoke,  and  hear  him  fay, 
Duke  *  !   that's  the  room  for  Pope,  and  that  for  Gay. 

V. 
Come  in,  my  friends !  here  fhall  ye  dine  and  lie. 

And  here  fliall  breakfaft,  and  here  dine  again  ; 
And  fup  and  breakfaft  on  (if  ye  comply). 

For  I  have  ftill  fome  dozens  of  champaign  : 
His  voice  ftill  leffens  as  the  fliip  fails  by  ; 

He  waves  his  hand  to  bring  us  back  in  vain  ; 

*  He  was  ufually  called  "  Duke  Difney."     N. 

For 
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For  now  I  fee,  I  fee  proud  London's  fpires ; 
Greenwich  Is  loft,  and  Deptford-dock  retires. 

VL 
Oh,  what  a  concourfe  fwarms  on  yonder  quay  ! 

The  flcy  re-echoes  with  new  fhouts  of  joy  : 
By  all  this  (how,  I  ween,  'tis  Lord  Mayor's  day ; 

I  hear  the  voice  of  trumpet  and  hautboy. — 
No,  now  I  fee  them  near. — Oh,  thefe  are  they 

Who  come  in  crowds  to  welcome  thee  from  Troy. 
Hail  to  the  bard,  whom  long  as  loft  we  mourn 'd  ; 
From  fiege,  from  battle,  and  from  ftorm,  return 'd  ! 

VIL 
Of  goodly  dames,  and  courteous  knights,  I  view 

The  filken  petticoat,  and  broidcr'd  veft  ; 
Yea  peers,  and  mighty  dukes,  with  ribbands  blue 

(True  blue,  fair  emblem  of  unftained  breaft). 
Others  I  fee,  as  noble,  and  more  true. 

By  no  court-badge  diftingiiijfh'd  from  the  reft  : 
Firft  fee  I  Methuen,  of  fmcereft  mind. 
As  Arthur  *  grave,  as  foft  as  woman-kind. 

VIIL 
What  lady's  that,  to  whom  he  gently  bends  ? 

Who  knows  not  her  ?  ah  !  thofe  are  Wortley's  eyes  : 
How  art  thou  honour'd,  numbcr'd  with  her  friends  ! 

For  fhe  diftingulflies  the  good  and  wife. 

*  This  perfon  is  mentioned  in  Pope's   Epiftle  to  Arbuthnot, 
ver,  23. 

•'  Arthur,  whofe  giddy  fon  neglects  the  laws, 

*'  Imputes  to  me,  and  my  damn'd  works,  die  caufe." 

Tlie 
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The  fweet-tongu'd  Murray  near  her  fide  attends  ; 

Now  to  my  heart  the  glance  of  Howard  flies  ; 
Now  Harvey,  fair  of  face,  1  mark  full  well, 
With  thee,  youth's  youngeft  daughter,  fweet  LepelL 

IX. 
I  fee  two  lovely  fillers,  hand  in  hand, 

The  fair-hair'd  Martha,  and  Terefa  brown  ; 
Madge  Bellenden,  the  talleft  of  the  land ; 

And  fmiling  Mary,  foft  and  fair  as  down. 
Yonder  I  fee  the  cheerful  dutchefs  ftand, 

For  friendfhip,  zeal,  and  blithfome  humours  known  : 
Whence  that  loud  fhout  in  fuch  a  hearty  ilrain  ? 
Why,  all  the  Hamiltons  are  in  her  train. 

X. 
See  next  the  decent  Scudamore  advance, 

With  Winchelfea,  ftill  meditating  fong  : 
With  her  perhaps  Mifs  Howe  came  there  by  chance, 

Nor  knows  with  whom,  or  why  flie  comes  along. 
Far  oflF  from  thefe  fee  Santlow,  fam'd  for  dance  *  ; 

And  frohek  Bicknellf ,  and  her  filler  young  j 
With  other  names,  by  me  not  to  be  nam'd. 
Much  lov'd  in  private,  not  in  public  fam'd ! 

XL 
.  But  now  behold  the  female  band  retire, 

And  the  (hrill  mufic  of  their  voice  is  llill'd  ! 
Methinks  I  fee  fam'd  Buckingham  admire. 

That  in  Troy's  ruin  thou  hadil  not  been  kill'd  •; 

*   She  afterwards  married  Booth  the  player.      S. 
+  Mrs.   Bicknell,   the  adlrefs,    is  mentioned  in  the  Spectator, 
Tatler,  and  Guardian,  with  applaufe.     S, 

Sheffield. 
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Sliefficld,  who  knows  to  ftrike  the  h'ving  lyre 

With  hand  judicious,  hke  tliy  Homer  fliill'd, 
Bathurfl:  impetuous  haftens  to  the  coafl, 
Whom  you  and  I  Ibive  who  (hall  love  the  mod. 

XII. 
See  generous  Burlington,  with  goodly  Bruce 

(But  Bruce  comes  wafted  in  a  foft  fcdan)  ; 
Dan  Prior  next,  belov'd  by  every  Mufe  ; 

And  friendly  Congrcvc,  unrcproachful  man  ! 
(Oxford  by  Cunningham  hath  fcnt  excufe  ;) 

See  hearty  Watkins  comes  with  cup  and  can  ; 
And  Lewis,  who  has  never  friend  forfakcn  ; 
And  Laughton  whifpering  allvs — Is  Troy  town  taken  ? 

XIII. 
Earl  Warwick  comes,  of  free  and  honeil  mind  ; 

Bold,  generous  Craggs,  whofe  heart  was  ne'er  dif- 
guis'd  : 
Ah  why,  fweet  St.  John,  cannot  I  thee  find? 

Sr.  John,  for  every  focial  virtue  priz'd. — 
Alas  !  to  foreign  climates  he's  confln'd, 

Or  elfe  to  fee  thee  here  I  well  furmis'd : 
Thou  too,  my  Swift,  doft  breathe  Boeotian  air  ; 
"When  wilt  thou  bring  back  wit  and  humour  here  ? 

XIV. 
Harcourt  I  fee,  for  eloquence  renown'd, 

The  mouth  of  juftice,  oracle  of  law  i 
Another  Simon  is  befide  him  found. 

Another  Simon,  like  as  ftraw  to  llravv. 
How  Lanfdown  fmiles,  with  lailing  laurel  crown'd  ! 

What  mitred  prelate  there  commands  our  awe  ? 

Vou  XXXYI.  O  Sec 
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See  RocKefler  approving  nods  his  head  *, 
And  ranks  one  modern  with  the  mighty  dead. 

XV. 

Carleton  and  Chandos  thy  arrival  grace  ; 

Hanmer,  whofe  eloquence  th'  unbiafs'd  fways  ; 
Harley,  whofe  goodnefs  opens  in  his  face. 

And  fhews  his  heart  the  feat  where  virtue  flays, 
Ned  Blount  advances  next,  with  bufy  pace. 

In  hafte,  but  fauntering,  hearty  in  his  ways : 
1  fee  the  friendly  Carylls  come  by  dozens. 
Their  wives,  their  uncles,  daughters,  fons,  andcoufins. 

XVI. 

Arbuthnot  there  I  fee,  in  phyfic's  art, 
As  Galen  learn'd,  or  famed  Hippocrate  ; 

Whofe  company  drives  forrow  from  the  heart. 
As  all  difeafe  his  medicines  diffipate  : 

Kneller  amid  the  triumph  bears  his  partf , 

Who  could  (were  mankind  loft)   anew  create  : 

What  can  th'  extent  of  his  vaft  foul  confine  I 

A  painter,  critick,  engineer,  divine  ! 

XVII. 

Thee  Jervas  hails,  robuft  and  debonair. 

Now  have  [we]  conquer'd  Homer,  friends,  he  cnes  : 
JDarteneuf,  grave  joker,  joyous  Ford  is  there  :{:, 

And  wondering  Maine,  fo  fat  with  laughing  eyes, 

*  So  in  the  Epiftle  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot. 

**  Ev'n  mitred  Rochefter  would  nod  the  head."     S. 
+  This  is  no  more  than  a  compliment   to  the   vanity  of  Sir 
Godfrey,  which  Pope  and  other  wits  were  always  putting  to  the 
jftrongeft  trials.     S. 

X.  Charles  Ford,  efi].  writer  of  the  Gazette.    S. 

(Gay, 
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(Gay,  Maine,  and  Cheney,  boon  companions  dear. 

Gay  fat,  Maine  fatter,  Cheney  huge  of  fize) 
Yea  Dennis,  Gildon   (hearing  thou  haft  riches). 
And  honeft,  hatlefs  Cromwell,  with  red  breeches. 

XVIII. 
O  Wanley,  whence  com'ft  thou  with  fhortenM  hair. 

And  vifage  from  thy  flielves  with  duft  befprent  *  ; 
**  Forfooth  (quoth  he)  from  placing  Homer  there, 

**  For  ancients  to  compyle  is  myne  entente  : 
**  Of  ancients  only  hath  Lord  Harley  care  ; 

"  But  hither  me  hath  my  meeke  lady  fent :  — 
**  In  manufcript  of  Greeke  rede  we  thilke  fame, 
*'  But  book  yprint  beft  plefyth  myn  gude  dame.*' 

XIX, 
Yonder  I  fee,  among  th'  expecting  crowd, 

Evans  with  laugh  jocofe,  and  tragic  Young  ; 
High-bufl<:in'd    Bootli,    grave    Mawbert,    wandering 
Frowde, 

And  TItcomb's  belly  waddles  flow  along  f . 

*  So  in  the  Dunciad,  B.  iii.  185. 
*'  But  wlio  is  he  in  ciofet  clofe  ypent 
"  Of  fober  face,  ivith  learned  dujl  befprent  .?'* 
Humphrey  Wanley  was  librarian  to  Lord  Oxford.     S. 

+  The  names  of  the  majority  of  perfons  here  enumerated  are 
in  want  of  no  illuRration ;  and  concerning  a  few  of  them,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  fupply  any.  Titcomb,  however,  is  mentioned 
in  a  letter  from  Pope  to  Congreve.  "  There  is  a  grand  revolution 
*'  at  Will's.  Morrice  has  quitted  for  a  coffee-houfe  in  the  city  ; 
*'  and  Titcomb  is  reftored,  to  the  great  joy  of  Cromwell,  who  was 
*'  at  a  lofs  for  a  perfon  to  converfe  with  on  tlic  fathers  and  church 
♦♦hillory."     S. 

O  2  Sec 
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See  Digby  faints  at  Southern  talking  loud. 

Yea  Steele  and  Tickell  mingle  in  the  throng  : 
Tickell,  whofe  flviff  (in  partnerfhip  they  fay  *) 
Set  forth  for  Greece,  but  founder'd  in  the  way. 

XX. 
Lo  the  two  Doncaftles  in  Berkfhire  known  ! 

Lo  Bickford,  Fortefcue,  of  Devon  land  ! 
luO  Tooker,  Eckerfhall,  Sykes,  Rawlinfon  ! 

See  hearty  Morley  -j-  takes  thee  by  the  hand  ! 
Ayrs,  Graham,  Buckridge,  joy  thy  voyage  done  ; 

But  who  can  count  the  leaves,  the  ftars,  the  fand  ? 
Lo  Stonor,  Fenton,  Caldwell,  Ward,  and  Broome  I 
JLo  thoufands  more ;  but  1  want  rhyme  and  room  ! 

XXL 
How  lov'd  !  how  honour'd  thou  !  yet  be  not  vain  : 

And  fure  thou  art  not,  for  I  hear  thee  fay. 
All  this,  my  friends,  I  owe  to  Homer's  ftrain, 

On  whofe  ftrong  pinions  I  exalt  my  lay. 
What  from  contending  cities  did  he  gain  ? 

And  what  rewards  his  grateful  country  pay  ? 
None,  none  were  paid — why  then  all  this  for  me  ? 
Thefe  honours.  Homer,  had  been  juft  to  thee. 

*  See  the  <*  Firft  Book  of  the  Iliad  "  among  the  Poems  of  Mr. 
Tickell.     N. 

f  See  Prior's  Ballad  of  "  Down  Hail."    N. 


EPISTLE 


C    197    ] 


E        VII. 


MR.      THOMAS       SNOW, 

GOLDSMITH,    NEAR    TEMPLE-BAR. 

A         P    A    N    £    G     Y    R    I    C    K, 

OCCASIONED    BY     HIS    BUYING    AND    SELLING   OF    THE 

THIRD  SOUTH-SEA  SU3SCRI PTIONS,  TAKEN    IN    BY 

THE  DIRECTORS  AT  A  THOUSAND    PER   CENT. 

T^ISD  AIN  not,  Snow,  my  humble  vcrfe  to  hear  : 
■^^^^    Stick  thy  black  pen  awhile  behind  thy  ear. 
Whether  thy  compter  fhine  with  fums  untold, 
And  thy  wide-grafping  hand  grow  black  with  gold  ; 
Whether  thy  mien  ered,  and  fable  locks, 
In  crowds  of  brokers  over-awe  the  ftocks ; 
Sufpend  the  worldly  bufinefs  of  the  day, 
And,  to  enrich  thy  mind,  attend  my  lay. 

O  thou,  whofe  penetrative  wifdom  found 
The  South-Sea  rocks  and  fliclves,  where  thoufands 

drown 'd  ! 
When  credit  funk,  and  commerce  gafping  lay, 
Thou  ftood'll ;'  nor  fent'il  one  bill  unpaid  away. 
When  not  a  guinea  chink'd  on  Martin's  boards, 
And  Atwell's  felf  was  drain'd  of  all  his  hoards, 

O  3  Thou 
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Thou  ftood'ft  (an  Indian  king  in  fize  and  hue)3 

Thy  unexhaufted  fhop  was  our  Peru. 

Why  did  'Change-Alley  wafte  thy  precious  hours 

Among  the  fools  who  gap'd  for  golden  ihowcrs  ? 

No  wonder  if  we  found  fome  poets  there, 

Who  live  on  fancy,  and  can  feed  on  air ; 

No  wonder  they  were  caught  by  South-Sea  fchemes. 

Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  a  guinea,  but  in  dreams  ; 

No  wonder  they  their  third  fubfcriptions  fold. 

For  milHons  of  imaginary  gold  ; 

No  wonder,  that  their  fancies  wild  can  frame  ^ 

Strange  reafons,  that  a  thing  is  Hill  the  fame,  j- 

Though  chang'd  throughout  in  fubftance  and  in  name.  J 

But  you  (whofe  judgment  fcorns  poetic  flights) 

With  contrails  furnifli  boys  for  paper-kites. 

Let  Vulture  Hopkins  ftretch  his  rufly  throat. 
Who'd  ruin  thoufands  for  a  fingle  groat. 
I  know  thou  fpurn'ft  his  mean,  his  fordid  mind  ; 
Nor  with  ideal  debts  would'ft  plague  mankind. 
Why  ftrive  his  greedy  hands  to  grafp  at  more  ?  — 
The  wretch  was  born  to  want,  whofe  foul  is  poor. 

Madmen  alone  their  empty  dreams  purfue. 
And  ftill  believe  the  fleeting  vifion  true  ; 
They  fell  the  treafure  which  their  fl umbers  get. 
Then  wake,  and  fancy  all  the  world  in  debt. 
If  to  inftruft  thee  all  my  reafons  fail, 
Yet  be  diverted  by  this  moral  tale. 

Through  fam'd  Moorfields  extends  a  fpacious  feat. 
Where  mortals  of  exalted  wit  retreat  j 

Where, 
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Wliere,  wrapp'd  in  contemplation  and  in  ftraw, 
The  wifer  few  from  the  mad  world  withdraw. 
There,  in  full  opulence,  a  banker  dwelt. 
Who  all  the  joys  and  pangs  of  riches  felt : 
His  fide-board  glitter'd  with  imagined  plate  ; 
And  his  proud  fancy  held  a  vaft  eltate. 

As  on  a  time  he  pafs'd  the  vacant  hours, 
In  raifing  piles  of  ftraw  and  twifted  bowers  ; 
A  poet  enterM,  of  the  neighbouring  cell. 
And  with  fix'd  eyes  obferv'd  the  ilructure  well ; 
A  fliarpen'd  flcewer  crofs  his  bare  fhoulders  bound 
A  tatter'd  rug,  which  dragg'd  upon  the  ground. 

The  banker  cry'd,  "  Behold  my  caftle-walls, 
**  My  ftatues,  gardens,  fountains,  and  canals  ; 
"  With  land  of  twenty  thoufand  acres  round  ! 
"  All  thefe  I  fell  thee  for  ten  thoufand  pound." 

The  bard  with  wonder  the  cheap  purchafe  favv. 
So  fign'd  the  contract   (as  ordains  tlie  law). 

The  banker's  brain  was  cooPd,  the  mill  grew  clearj 
The  vifionary  fcene  was  loll  in  air. 
He  now  the  vanifh'd  profpe6l  underilood, 
And  fear'd  the  fancied  barsrain  was  not  grood  : 
Yet,  loath  the  fum  entire  fiiould  be  dellroy'd, 
**  Give  me  a  penny,  and  thy  contrail's  void." 

The  (lartled  bard  with  eye  indignant  frown'd. 
**  Shall  I,  ye  Gods  (he  cries),  my  debts  compound  1"' 
So  faying,  from  his  rug  the  fkewer  he  takes, 
And  on  the  ftick  ten  equal  notches  makes  ; 
With  juft  refentment  flings  it  on  the  ground  ; 
"  There,  take  my  tally  of  ten  thoufand  pound  !" 
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MARY       GULLIVER 


T    O 


CAPTAIN    LEMUEL    GULLIVER. 


ARGUMENT, 

The  Captain,  fome  time  after  his  return,  being  retired 
to  Mr.  Sympfon's  in  the  country  ;  Mrs.  Gulliver, 
apprehending  from  his  late  behaviour  fome  eilrange- 
ment  of  his  affeftions,  writes  him  the  following 
expoilulating,  foothing,  and  tenderly-complaining 
Epiftle. 

"^l^TELCOME,  thrice  welcome,  to  thy  native  place! 
▼  *     — What,  touch  me  not  ?  What,  fhun  a  wife's- 
embrace  ? 
Have  I  for  this  thy  tedious  ab fence  borne. 
And  wak'd  and  wifh'd  whole  nights  for  thy  return  ? 
In  five  long  years  I  took  no  fecond  fpoufe  ; 
What  Redriff  wife  fo  long  hath  kept  her  vows  ? 
Your  eyes,  your  nofe,  inconftancy  betray  ; 
Your  nofc  you  Hop,  your  eyes  you  turn  awav. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  fald  that  thou  fhould'ft  cleave  unto  thy  lu'tfe; 

Once  thou  didil  cleave,  and  I  could  cleave  for  life. 

Ilear,  and  relent !  hark,  how  thy  children  moan  : 

Be  kind  at  leall  to  thefe  —  they  are  thy  own  1 

Be  bold,  and  count  them  all ;  fecure  to  find 

The  honell  number  that  you  left  behind. 

See  how  they  p:it  thee  with  their  pretty  paws ; 

Why  ftart  you  ?  are  they  fnakes  ?  or  have  they  claws  ? 

Thy  Chriftian  feed,  our  mutual  fleili  and  bone  : 

Be  kind  at  leall  to  thefe  —  they  are  thy  own  I 

*  Biddel,  like  thee,  might  fartheft  India  rove  ; 
He  chang'd  his  countiy,  but  retains  his  love : 
There  's  Captain  *  Pannel,  abfent  half  his  life. 
Comes  back,  and  is  the  kinder  to  his  wife ; 
Yet  PannePs  wife  is  brown,  compar'd  to  me. 
And  Miilrefs  Biddel  fure  is  fifty-three  ! 

Not  touch  me  !   never  neighbour  call'd  me  flut ; 
Was  Flimnap's  dame  more  fweet  in  Lilliput  ? 
I've  no  red  hair,  to  breathe  an  odious  fume  ; 
At  leaft  thy  confort's  cleaner  than  thy  groom. 
Why  then  that  dirty  ftable-boy  thy  care  ? 
What  mean  thofe  vifits  to  the  fonel  mare  ? 
Say,  by  what  witchcraft,  or  what  daemon  led, 
Preferr'ft  thou  litter  to  the  marriage-bed  ! 

Some  fay  the  devil  himfelf  is  in  that  mare  : 
If  fo,  our  Dean  {hall  drive  him  forth  by  prayer. 
Some  think  you  mad  ;  fome  think  you  are  pofleft  ; 
That  Bedlam  and  clean  ftraw  will  fuit  you  beft. 

*  Names  of  the  fea-captains  mentioned  in  the  Travels. 

Vai. 
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Vain  means,  alas,  this  phrenzy  to  appeafe  ! 

That  ftraw,  that  ftravv  would  heighten  the  difeafe. 

My  bed  (the  fcene  of  all  our  former  joys, 
Witnefs  two  lovely  girls,  two  lovely  boys) 
Alone  I  prefs ;  in  dreams  I  call  my  dear, 
I  llretch  my  hand  ;  no  Gulliver  is  there  ! 
I  wake,  I  rife,  and,  (hivering  with  the  froft, 
Search  -all  the  houfe  :  my  Gulliver  is  loft  ! 
Forth  in  the  ftreets  I  ruih  \viLh  frantic  cries ; 
The  windows  open  ;  all  the  neighbours  rife  : 
Where  fleeps  my  Gulliver  ?  O  tell  m^e  where  ! 
The  neighbours  anfwer,  "  With  the  forrel  mare  !'* 

At  early  morn,  I  to  the  market  hafte 
(Studious  in  every  thing  to  pleafe  thy  tafte)  ; 
A  curious  fowl  and  'fparagus  I  chofe 
(For  I  remember'd  you  were  fond  of  thofe)  : 
Three  (hillings  coft  the  firft,  the  laft  feven  groats ; 
Sullen  you  turn  from  both,  and  call  for  oats. 

Others  bring  goods  and  treafure  to  their  houfes. 
Something  to  deck  their  pretty  babes  and  fpoufes ; 
My  only  token  was  a  cup  like  horn. 
That's  made  of  nothing  but  a  lady's  corn. 
'Tis  not  for  that  I  grieve  ;  no,  'tis  to  fee 
The  groom  and  forrel  mare  preferr'd  to  me  ! 

Thefe  for  fome  moments  when  you  deign  to  quit. 
And  (at  due  diftance)  fvveet  diicourfe  admit, 
'Tis  all  mxy  pleafure  thy  paft  toil  to  know. 
For  pleas'd  remembrance  builds  delight  on  woe. 
At  every  danger  pants  thy  confort's  breaft, 
And  gaping  infants  fquall  to  hear  the  reft. 

6  Hot¥ 
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How  did  1  tremble  when,  by  thoufands  bound, 

I  favv  thee  ftretch'd  on  LilHputian  ground  1 

When  fcallng  armies  cllmb'd  up  every  part, 

Each  (lep  they  trod  I  felt  upon  my  heart. 

But,  when  thy  torrent  quench'd  the  dreadful  blaze> 

King,  queen,  and  nation,  llaring  with  amaze, 

Full  in  my  view  how  all  my  hufband  came  ! 

And  what  extinguifh*d  theirs,  increas'd  my  flame. 

Thofe  fpeclacles,  ordain'd  thine  eyes  to  favc, 

Were  once  my  prefent  ;  Love  that  armour  gave. 

How  did  I  mourn  at  Bolgolam's  decree  ! 

For,  when  he  fign'd  thy  death,  he  fentencM  mc. 

When  folks  might  fee  thee  all  the  country  round 
For  fix-pence,  Pd  have  given  a  thoufand  pound. 
Lord  !   when  that  giant  babe  that  head  of  thine 
Got  in  his  mouth,  m.y  heart  was  up  in  mine  ! 
When  in  the  marrow-bone  I  fee  thee  ramm'd, 
Or  on  the  houfe-top  by  the  monkey  cmmm'd, 
The  piteous  images  renew  my  pain. 
And  all  thy  dangers  I  weep  o'er  again. 
But  on  the  maiden's  nipple  when  you  rid. 
Pray  Heav'n  'twas  all  a  wanton  maiden  did  ! 
Glumdalclltch  too  ! — with  thee  I  mourn  her  cafe  : 
Heaven  guard  the  gentle  girl  from  all  difgrace  I 
O  may  the  king  that  one  negled  forgive, 
And  pardon  her  the  fault  by  which  I  live  1 
Was  there  no  other  way  to  fet  him  free  ? 
My  hfe,  alas  !    I  fear,  prov'd  death  to  thee. 

O  teach  me.  Dear,  new  words  to  fpeak  my  flame  ! 
Teach  me  to  woo  thee  by  thy  beft-lov'd  name. 

Whether 
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Whether  the  ftyle  of  Grlldrig  pleafe  thee  moft. 

So  call'd  on  Brobdingnag's  ftupendous  coaft. 

When  on  the  monarch's  ample  hand  you  fate. 

And  halloo'd  in  his  ear  intrigues  of  ftate  ; 

Or  Quinbus  Fleftrin  more  endearment  brings. 

When  Hke  a  mountain  you  look'd  down  on  kings ; 

If  ducal  Nardac,  Lilliputian  peer, 

Or  Glumblum's  humbler  title  footh  thy  ear ; 

Nay,  would  kind  Jove  my  organs  fo  difpofe, 

To  hymn  harmonious  Houyhnhnm  through  the  nofe^ 

I'd  call  the  Houyhnhnm,  that  high-founding  name. 

Thy  children's  nofes  all  fliould  twang  the  fame. 

So  might  I  find  my  loving  fpoufe  of  courfe 

Endued  with  all  the  virtues  of  a  horfe. 
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BOUNCE      TO      FOP. 

FROM 

A    DOG     AT     T  W  I  C  K  E  N  II  A  IVT, 

T    O 

A     DOG     AT     COURT. 

'  I  ^  O  thee,  fweet  Fop,  thefe  lines  I  fend, 
-*-     Who,  though  no  fpaniel,  am  a  friend. 
Though  once  my  tail  in  wanton  play. 
Now  fringing  this  and  then  that  way, 
ChancM,  with  a  touch  of  juil  the  tip. 
To  huit  your  lady-lap-dog-{hIp  ; 
Yet  thence  to  think  Fd  bite  your  head  off 
Sure  Bounce  Is  one  you  never  read  of. 

Fop  !  you  can  dance,  and  make  a  leg. 
Can  fetch  and  carry,  cringe  and  beg  ; 
And  (what's  the  top  of  all  your  tricks) 
Can  ftoop  to  pick  up  llrlngs  and  ftlcks. 
We  country  dogs  love  nobler  fport, 
And  fcorn  the  pranks  of  dogs  at  court. 
Fie,  naughty  Fop  !   where'er  you  come 
To  fart  and  pils  about  the  room, 
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To  lay  your  head  in  every  lap, 
And  when  they  think  not  of  you — fnap  : 
The  worft  that  envy,  or  that  fpite, 
E'er  faid  of  me  is,  I  can  bite  ; 
That  fturdy  \^grants,  rogues  in  rags, 
Who  poke  at  me,  can  make  no  brags ; 
And  that  to  touze  fuch  things  ?i^Jlittter^ 
To  honeft  Bounce  is  bread  and  butter. 

While  you  and  every  courtly  fop 
Fawn  on  the  devil  for  a  chop  ; 
I've  the  humanity  to  hate 
A  butcher,  though  he  brings  me  meat ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  have  a  nofe 
(Whatever  {linking  fops  fuppofe) 
That,  under  cloth  of  gold  or  tifTue, 
Can  fmell  a  plaller,  or  an  ifliie. 
Your  pilfering  lord,  with  fimple  pride. 
May  wear  a  pick-lock  at  his  fide  : 
My  mailer  wants  no  key  of  Hate, 
For  Bounce  can  keep  his  houfe  and  gate. 

When  all  fuch  dogs  have  had  their  days. 
As  knaviih  Pams,  and  fawning  Trays  : 
When  pamper'd  Cupids,  beailly  Veni's, 
And  motley,  fquinting  Harlequini's  *, 
Shall  lick  no  more  their  lady's  breech, 
But  die  of  loofenefs,  claps,  or  itch  ; 
Fair  Thames  from  either  echoing  fhorc 
Shall  hear  and  dread  my  manly  roar. 

*  Alii  Icgunt  HurvejuinPs, 


See 
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See  Bounce,  like  Berecynthia  crown'd, 
With  thundering  offspring  all  around, 
Beneath,  befide  me,  and  at  top, 
A  hundred  fons  !   and  not  one  Fop. 
Before  my  children  fet  your  beef, 
Not  one  true  Bounce  will  be  a  thief; 
Not  one  without  permiffion  feed 

{Though  fome  of  J 's  hungry  breed)  ; 

But  wliatfoe'er  the  father's  race, 
From  me  they  fuck  a  little  grace  : 
While  your  fine  whelps  learn  all  to  Heal, 
Bred  up  by  hand  on  cliick  and  veal. 

My  eldefl-born  refides  not  far 
Where  fhines  great  Strafford's  glittering  ftar  ; 
My  fecond  (child  of  fortune  !)  waits 
At  Burlington's  Palladian  gates  ; 
A  third  majeftically  llalks 
(Happieil  of  dogs)  in  Cobham's  walks  ! 
One  ulliers  friends  to  Bathurft's  door, 
One  fawns  at  Oxford's  on  the  poor. 

Nobles,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn. 
Wait  for  my  infants  yet  unborn. 
None  but  a  peer  of  wit  and  grace 
Can  hope  a  puppy  of  my  race: 
And,  oh  !  would  fate  the  blifs  decree 
To  mine   (a  blifs  too  great  for  me). 
That  two  my  talleil  fons  might  grace 
Attending  each  with  ftately  pace 
lulus*  fide,  as  erft  Evander's  •', 
To  keep  off  flatterers,  fpies,  and  panders; 

•  Virg.  ^n.  viii. 
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To  let  no  noble  flave  come  near, 

And  fcare  lord  Fannies  from  his  ear : 

Then  might  a  royal  youth,  and  true. 

Enjoy  at  leaft  a  friend  —  or  two  ; 

A  treafure,  which,  of  royal  kind, 

Few  but  himfelf  deferve  to  find  ; 

Then  Bounce  ('tis  all  that  Bounce  can  crave) 

Shall  wag  her  tail  within  the  grave. 

And  though  no  do6lors.  Whig  or  Tory  ones, 

Except  the  feft  of  Pythagoreans, 

Have  immortality  aflign'd 

To  any  beail  but  Dryden's  hind  *  : 

Yet  mafter  Pope,  whom  Truth  and  Senfe 

Shall  call  their  friend  fome  ages  hence. 

Though  now  on  loftier  themes  he  fmgs, 

Than  to  beftow  a  word  on  kings. 

Has  fworn  by  Styx  f,  the  poet's  oath. 

And  dread  of  dogs  and  poets  both, 

Man  and  his  works  he'll  foon  renounce, 

And  roar  in  numbers  worthy  Bounce. 

*■  '*  A  milk-while  hind,  immortal  and  unchang"'d." 

Hind  and  Panther,  ver.    r. 
f  Orig.  Silchi  purpofely  mif-fpelt,  to  make  it  "  the  dread  of 
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EPISTLE        X. 

TO        THE 

LEARNED   INGENIOUS   AUTHOR* 

O    F 

LICENTIA  POETICA  DISCUSSED; 

O  R,       T   M    E 

TRUE    TEST    OF    POETRV. 

WRITTEN      IN      1 709. 

'nr^  H  E  vulgar  notion  of  poetic  fire  ^ 

-■■     Is,  that  laborious  Art  can  ne'er  afpirc,  |- 

Nor  conftant  ftudies  the  bright  bays  acquire  ;  J 

And  that  high  flights  the  unborn  Bard  receives. 
And  only  Nature  the  due  laurel  gives  : 
But  you,  with  innate  fhining  flames  endow'd. 
To  wide  Cafl:alian  fprings  point  out  the  God ; 

*  Dr,  William  Coward,  a  phyfician  of  fomc  eminence.  He  was 
.author  of  a  great  variety  of  treatifes  on  various  fubjeds,  medicaJ, 
ipoetical,  and  religious.  The  latter  having  been  principally  of  a 
Ifceptical  nature,  he  is  generally  ranked  amongft  the  Deiltical 
*writers.     N. 
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Through  your  perfpe6live  we  can  plainly  fee 
The  new-dlfcover'd  road  of  poetry  ; 
To  fteep  Parnaffus  you  direft  the  way 
So  fmooth,  that  venturous  travellers  cannot  flray. 
But  with  unerring  fleps  rough  ways  difdain, 
And,  by  you  led,  the  beauteous  fummit  gain, 
Where  polifh*d  lays  fhall  raife  their  growing  fames. 
And  with  their  tuneful  guide  enrol  their  honoured 
names. 
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EPISTLE         XI, 

TO  MY  INGENIOUS  AND  WORTHY  FRIEND 

WILLIAM     L  O  W  N  D  S,      E  S  Q^ 

AUTHOR   OF   THAT    CELEBRATED    TREATISE   IN    FOLIO, 
CALLED  THE   LAND-TAX   BILL, 

"\7[7  HEN  poets  print  their  works,  the  fcribbling 

^  "  crew 

Stick  the  bard  o'er  with  bays,  h'kc  Chriftmas-pew  : 
Can  meagre  poetry  fuch  fame  deferve  ? 
Can  poetry,  that  only  writes  to  ftarve  ? 
And  fhall  no  laurel  deck  that  famous  head. 
In  which  the  Senate's  annual  law  is  bred  ? 
That  hoary  head,  which  greater  glory  fires. 
By  nobler  nvays  and  means  true  fame  acquires. 
"O  had  I  Virgil's  force,  to  fing  the  man, 
Whofe  learned  lines  can  millions  raife  per  ann> 
"Great  Lownds's  praife  (hould  fwell  the  trump  of  fame. 
And  rapes  and  ivapentakes  refound  his  name  ! 

If  the  blind  poet  gain'd  a  long  renown 
By  fmging  every  Grecian  chief  and  town  ; 
Sure  Lownds's  profe  much  greater  fame  requires, 
Which  fweetly  counts  fiv<;  thoufand  knights  and 

fquires. 
Their  feats,  their  cities,  parirties,  and  fliires, 

P  2  TJi)- 
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Thy  copious  preamble  fo  fmoothly  runs, 
Taxes -BO  more,  appear  like  legal  duns  r 
LioMs,  Knights,  and  Bquires,  th' Afleffor's  power  obey; 
We  read  with  pleafure,  though  with  pain  we  pay. 

Ah  1  why  did  Coningfby  thy  works  defame  ! 
That  author's  long  harangue  betrays  his  name, 
j^fter  his  fpeeches  can  his  pen  fucceed  ? 
Though  forc'd  to  hear,  we're  not  oblig'd  to  read. 

Under  what  fcience  fhall  thy  works  be  read  ? 
All  know  thou  wert  not  poet  born  and  bred. 
Or  doll  thou  boaft  th'  Hiftorian's  lafting  pen, 
Whofe  annals  are  the  acts  of  worthy  men  ? 
No.     Satire  is  thy  talent ;  and  each  lafh 
Makes  the  rich  Mifer  tremble  o'er  his  cafh. 
What  on  the  Drunkard  can  be  more  fevere, 
Than  direful  taxes  on  his  ale  and  beer  ? 

Ev'n  Button's  wits  are  nought,  compar'd  to  thee, 
Who  ne'er  were  known  or  prais'd  but  o'er  his  tea  ; 
While  thou  through  Britain's  diftant  iile  fhalt  fpread. 
In  every  hundred  and  divifion  read. 
Critics  in  claflics  oft'  interpolate, 
But  every  word  of  thine  is  fix'd  as  fate. 
Some  works  come  forth  at  morn,  but  die  at  night. 
In  blazing  fringes  round  a  tallow-light. 
Some  may  perhaps  to  a  whole  week  extend, 
Like  Steele  (when  unafTilled  by  a  friend)  : 
But  thou  ihalt  live  a  year,  in  fpite  of  Fate  ; 
And  where's  your  author  boafts  a  longer  date  ? 
Poets  of  old  had  fuch  a  wondrous  power, 
That  with  tjieir  verfes  they  could  raife  a  tower : 

But 
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But  In  thy  profe  a  greater  force  is  found  ; 
What  poet  ever  rais'd  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 
Cadmus,  by  fowing  dragons'  teeth,  we  read, 
Rais'd  a  vaft  army  from  the  poifongus  feed. 
Thy  labours,  Lownds,  can  greater  wonders  do  ; 
Thou  raifeft  armies,  and  canll  pay  them  too. 
Truce  with  thy  dreaded  pen  ;  thy  annals  ceafe  ; 
Why  need  we  armies  when  the  land's  in  peace  ? 
Soldiers  are  perfe6l  devils  in  their  way  ; 
When  once  they're  rais'd,  they're  curfed  hard  to  lay. 
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EPISTLE      XII, 

T    O      A 

OUNG         LADY, 

WITH    SOME     LAMPREYS. 

I  T  H  lovers  'twas  of  old  the  fafliion 
By  prefents  to  convey  their  paflion  j 
No  matter  what  the  gift  they  fent. 
The  lady  faw  that  love  was  meant* 
!Fair  Atalanta,  as  a  favour, 
Took  the  boar's  head  her  Hero  gave  her  5 
Nor  could  the  briftly  thing  affront  her  ; 
'Twas  a  fit  prefent  from  a  hunter. 
When  fquires  fend  woodcocks  to  the  dame. 
It  ferves  to  fliew  their  abfent  flame, 
4Some  by  a  fnip  of  woven  hair,  ^ 

In  pofied  lockets,  bribe  the  fair* 
How  many  mercenary  matches 
Have  fprung  from  diamond-rings  and  watches  ? 
But  hold — a  ring,  a  watch,  a  locket. 
Would  drain  at  once  a  poet's  pocket ; 
He  Ihould  fend  fongs  that  coll  him  nought. 
Nor  ev'n  be  prodigal  of  thought. 

Why  then  fend  Lampreys  ?  Fye,  for  fhame  ! 
'Twill  fet  a  virgin's  blood  on  flame. 
This  to  fifteen  a  proper  gift ! 
It  might  lend  fixty-five  a  lift. 

I  know  your  maiden  aunt  will  fcold. 
And  think  my  prefent  ibmewhat  told, 

6  I  fee 
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I  fee  her  lift  her  hands  and  eyes  : 

**  What !  eat  it,  niece  ;  eat  Spanifh  flies  ! 

**  Lamprey's  a  mofl  immodeft  diet  : 

*'  You'll  neither  wake  nor  fleep  in  quiet. 

**  Should  I  to-night  eat  Sago-cream, 

*'  'Tvvould  make  me  blufh  to  tell  my  dream  : 

**  If  I  eat  Lobfter,  'tis  fo  warming, 

**  That  every  man  I  fee  looks  charming. 

**  Wlierefore  had  not  the  fdthy  fellow 

**  Laid  Rocheiler  upon  your  pillow  ? 

**  I  vow  and  fwear,  I  think  the  prefent 

*'  Had  been  as  modefl  and  as  decent. 

**  Who  has  her  virtue  in  her  power  ? 
**  Each  day  has  its  unguarded  hour  ; 
**  Always  in  danger  of  undoing, 
**  A  prawn,  a  fhrimp,  may  prove  our  ruin  ! 

"  The  fhepherdefs,  who  lives  on  fallad, 
**  To  cool  her  youth,  controls  her  palate. 
*'  Should  Dian's  maids  turn  liquoriih  livers, 
*'  And  of  huge  lampreys  rob  the  rivers, 
"  Then,  all  befide  each  glade  and  villo, 
*'  You'd  fee  Nymphs  lying  like  Calillo. 

"  Tlie  man,  who  meant  to  heat  your  blood, 
**  Needs  not  himfelf  fuch  vicious  food — " 

In  this,  I  own,  your  aunt  is  clear, 
I  fent  you  what  I  well  might  fpare  : 
For,  when  I  fee  you  (without  joking). 
Your  eyes,  lips,  breafls,  are  fo  provoking. 
They  fet  my  heart  more  cock-a-hocp, 
Than  could  whole  feas  of  craw-fifh  foup. 
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EPISTLE        XIIL 

TO       A        LADY, 

O  N       H   E  R 

PASSION    FOR    OLD    CHINA. 

X\7  HAT  ecftafies  her  bofom  fire  ! 

~  "      How  her  eyes  languifh  with  defire  ! 
How  bleft,  how  happy,  fhould  I  be, 
Were  that  fond  glance  beilow'd  on  me  ! 
New  doubts  and  fears  within  me  war  : 
What  rival's  near  ?  a  china  jar. 

China's  the  pafTion  of  her  foul : 
A  cup,  a  plate,  a  difh,  a  bowl. 
Can  kindle  wifhes  in  her  breaft. 
Inflame  with  joy,  or  break  her  reft. 

Some  gems  colleft  ;  fome  medals  prize^ 
And  view  the  ruft  with  lovers'  eyes  ; 
Some  court  the  ftars  at  midnight  hours  ; 
Soiiie  doat  on  Nature's  charms  in  flowers : 
But  every  beauty  I  can  trace 
In  Laura's  mind,  in  Laura's  face  ; 
My  ftars  are  in  this  brighter  fphere. 
My  lily  and  my  rofe  is  here. 

Philofophers,  more  grave  than  wife, 
Hunt  fcience  down  in  butterflies ; 
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Or,  fondly  poring  on  a  fplder, 
Stretch  human  contemplation  wider. 
Foflils  give  joy  to  Galen's  foul ; 
He  digs  for  knowledge,  like  a  mole  ; 
In  fhells  fo  learn'd,  that  all  agree 
No  fifh  that  fwims  knows  more  than  he  ! 
In  fuch  purfuits  if  wifdom  lies. 
Who,  Laura,  fhall  thy  tafte  defpife  ? 

When  I  fome  antique  jar  behold. 
Or  white,  or  blue,  or  fpeck'd  with  gold  ; 
Veflels-fo  pure,  and  fo  rtfin'd. 
Appear  the  types  of  woman-kind  : 
Are  they  not  valued  for  their  beauty. 
Too  fair,  too  fine,  for  houfhold  duty  ? 
With  flowers  and  gold  and  azure  dy'd, 
Of  every  houfe  the  grace  and  pride  ? 
How  white,  how  polifliM  is  their  dun. 
And  valued  moft  when  only  feen  ! 
She,  who  before  was  higheft  priz'd. 
Is  for  a  crack  or  flaw  defpis'd. 
I  grant  they're  frail ;  yet  they're  fo  rare. 
The  treafure  cannot  cofl:  too  dear  ! 
But  man  is  made  of  coarfer  fluff, 
And  ferves  convenience  well  enough  ; 
He's  a  flrong  earthen  veffel,  made 
For  drudging,  labour,  toil,  and  trade  ; 
And,  when  wives  lofe  their  other  felf, 
With  eafe  they  bear  the  lofs  of  delf. 

Hufbands,  more  covetous  than  fage, 
Condemn  this  cliina-buying  rage  ; 
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They  count  that  woman's  prudence  little. 
Who  fets  her  heart  on  things  fo  brittle. 
But  are  thofe  wife  men's  inclinations 
Fix'd  on  more  ftrong,  more  fure  foundations  ? 
If  all  that's  frail  we  mull  defpife. 
No  human  view  or  fcheme  is  wife. 
Are  not  Ambition's  hopes  as  weak  ? 
They  fwell  like  bubbles,  fhine,  and  break. 
A  Courtier's  promife  is  fo  flight, 
'Tis  made  at  noon,  and  broke  at  night. 
What  pleafure's  fure  ?  The  Mifs  you  keep 
Breaks  both  your  fortune  and  your  fleep. 
The  man  who  loves  a  country-life 
Breaks  all  the  comforts  of  his  wife  ; 
And,  if  he  quit  his  farm  and  plough, 
His  wife  in  town  may  break  her  vow. 
Liove,  Laura,  love,  while  youth  is  warm. 
For  each  new  winter  breaks  a  charm  ; 
And  woman's  not  like  china  fold, 
But  cheaper  grows  in  growing  old  ; 
Then  quickly  choofe  the  prudent  part. 
Or  elfe  you  break  a  faithful  heart. 
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EPISTLE        XIV. 

O    N       A 

MISCELLANY     OF    POEMS* 

TO     BERNARD    LINTOTT. 

'*  Ipfa  varietate  tentamus  efficere  ut  alia  aliis,   quaedam 
"  fortafle  omnibus  placeant/'  Plin.  Epift, 

A  S  when  fome  fl^llful  cook,  to  pleafe  each  gueft, 
"^  ■*"  Would  in  one  mixture  comprehend  a  fcaft> 
With  due  proportion  and  judicious  care 
He  fills  his  difh  with  different  forts  of  fare, 
Fifhes  and  fowls  delicioufly  unite, 
To  feall  at  once  the  tafte,  the  fmell,  and  fight. 

So,  Bernard,  muft  a  Mifcellany  be 
Compounded  of  aU  kinds  of  poetry  ; 
The  Mufes*  olio,  which  all  taftes  may  fit. 
And  treat  each  reader  with  his  darling  wit* 

Would'il  thou  for  Mifcellanies  raife  thy  fame. 
And  bravely  rival  Jacob's  mighty  name. 
Let  all  the  Mufes  in  the  piece  confpire  ; 
The  lyric  bard  muil  llrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  ; 
Heroic  ftrains  muft  here  and  there  be  found,     ^ 
And  nervous  fenfe  be  fung  in  lofty  found  ; 
Let  elegy  in  moving  numbers  flow. 
And  fill  fome  pages  with  melodious  woe  j 

Let 
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Let  not  your  amorous  fongs  too  numerous  prove. 

Nor  glut  thy  reader  with  abundant  love  ; 

Satire  muft  interfere,  whofe  pointed  rage 

May  lafh  the  madnefs  of  a  vicious  age  ; 

Satire !  the  Mufe  that  never  fails  to  hit, 

5'br  if  there's  fcandal,  to  be  fure  there's  wit. 

Tire  not  our  patience  with  Pindaric  lays, 

Thofe  fwell  the  piece,  but  very  rarely  pleafe  ; 

XiCt  fhort-breath'd  epigram  its  force  confine, 

And  ftrike  at  follies  in  a  fmgle  line. 

Tranflations  fhould  throughout  the  work  be  fown, 

And  Homer's  godlike  Mufe  be  made  our  own  ; 

Horace  in  ufeful  numbers  fhould  be  fung, 

And  Virgil's  thoughts  adorn  the  Britifh  tongue. 

L,et  Ovid  tell  Corinna's  hard  difdain. 

And  at  her  door  in  melting  notes  complain  ; 

His  tender  accents  pitying  virgins  move. 

And  charrn  the  liftening  ear  with  tales  of  love. 

Let  every  claffic  In  the  volume  fhlne. 

And  each  contribute  to  thy  great  defign  ; 

Through  various  fubjefts  let  the  reader  range. 

And  raife  his  fancy  with  a  grateful  change. 

Variety's  the  fource  of  joy  below, 

From  whence  ftlll  frefh  revolving  pleafures  flow. 

In  books  and  love,  the  mind  one  end  purfues. 

And  only  change  th'  expiring  flame  renews. 

Where  Buckingham  will  condefcend  to  give, 
That  honour'd  piece  to  diftant  times  mull  live  ; 
When  noble  Sheuield  flirlkes  the  trembling  fl:rlngs, 
The  little  Loves  rejoice,  and  clap  their  wings  ; 
^    ■  ^nacreo* 
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Anacrcon  lives,  they  cry,  th'  harmonious  fwain 
Retunes  the  lyre,  and  tries  his  wonted  ftrain, 
'Tis  he — our  loft  Anacreon  Hves  again. 
But,  when  th'  illuftrious  poet  foars  above 
The  fportive  revels  of  the  God  of  Love, 
Like  Maro's  Mufe,  he  takes  a  loftier  flight, 
And  towers  beyond  the  wondering  Cupid's  fight. 

If  thou  would'ft  have  thy  volume  ftand  the  teft,  ' 
And  of  all  others  be  reputed  beft, 
Let  Congreve  teach  the  liftening  groves  to  mourn. 
As  when  he  wept  o'er  fair  Paftora's  urn. 

Let  Prior's  Mufe  with  foftening  accents  move. 
Soft  as  the  ftrains  of  conftant  Emma's  love  : 
Or  let  his  fancy  choofe  fome  jovial  theme. 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvel's  jealous  dream  ; 
Prior  th'  admiring  reader  entertains 
With  Chaucer's  humour,  and  with  Spenfer's  ftrains.    '• 

Waller  in  Granville  lives  ;  when  Mira  fmgs. 
With  Waller's  hand  he  ftrikes  the  founding  ftringa. 
With  fp rightly  turns  his  noble  genius  ftiines, 
And  manly  fenfe  adorns  his  eafy  lines. 

On  Addifon's  fweet  lays  attention  waits, 
And  filence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats ; 
His  Mufe  alike  on  every  fubjeft  charms. 
Whether  fhe  paints  the  god  of  love,  or  arms  : 
In  him  pathetic  Ovid  fings  again. 
And  Homer's  Iliad  ftiines  in  his  Campaign.       u 

Whenever  Garth  fhall  raife  his  fprightly  fong, 
Senfe  flows  in  eafy  numbers  from  his  tongue ; 

Great 
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•Great  Phoebus  in  his  learned  fon  we  fee, 
Alike  in  phyfic,  as  in  poetry. 

When  Pope's  harmonious  Mufe  with  pleafure  rovci 
Amidft  the  plains,  the  murmuring  flreams,  and  groves. 
Attentive  Echo,  pleas'd  to  hear  his  fongs, 
Through  the  glad  fhade  each  warbhng  note  prolongs  ; 
His  various  numbers  charm  our  ravifh'd  ears, 
His  fteady  judgment  far  out-fhoots  his  years. 
And  early  in  the  youth  the  god  appears. 

From  thefe  fuccefsful  bards  colle6t  thy  ftrains ; 
And  praife  with  profit  fhall  reward  thy  pains  : 
Then,  while  calves-leather-binding  bears  the  fway, 
And  fheep-fliin  to  its  fleeker  glofs  gives  way  ; 
While  neat  old  Elzevir  is' reckoned  better 
Than  Pirate  Hill's  brown  fheets  and  fcui*vy  letter  ; 
While  print-admirers  careful  Aldus  choofe, 
Before  John  Morphew,  or  the  weekly  news  ; 
So  long  fhall  live  thy  praife  in  books  of  fame. 
And  Tonfon  yield  to  Lintott's  lofty  name. 


}■ 
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EPISTLE        XV. 

TO  THE   MOST  HONOURABLE  THE 

EARL       OF      OXFORD, 

THE    LORD    HIGH    TREASURER*. 

The  Eplgrammatical  Petition  of  your  Lordfhlp'ft 
mofl  humble  Servant, 

John  Gat, 

T'M  no  more  to  converfe  with  the  fwains, 
"*•    But  go  where  fine  people  refort : 
One  can  live  without  money  on  plains, 
But  never  without  it  at  court. 

If  when  with  the  fwains  I  did  gambol, 

I  array'd  me  in  filver  and  blue  ; 
When  abroad  and  in  courts  I  fliall  ramble, 

Pray,  my  lord,  how  much  money  will  do  ? 

*  See,  in  Swift's  Works,  a  letter  from  Mr.  Gay,  dated  June  t. 
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BIRTH     OF     THE     S  QJJ  1  R  E. 


IN    IMITATION    OF  THE   POLLIO   OF   VIRGIL. 

"X/'E  fylvan  Mufes,  loftier  ftrains  recite  : 

'*-      Not  all  in  fliades  and  humble  cots  delight. 
Hark  !  the  bells  ring  ;  along  the  diilant  grounds 
The  driving  gales  convey  the  fwelling  founds ; 
Th'  attentive  fwain,  forgetful  of  his  work, 
"With  gn.ping  wonder,  leans  upon  his  fork. 
What  fudden  news  alarms  the  waking  morn  ? 
To  the  glad  Squire  a  hopeful  heir  is  born. 
Mourn,  rnourn,  yc  flags,  and  all  ye  beafts  of  chacc  ; 
This  hour  deflrudlion  brings  on  all  your  race  : 
See  the  pleasM  tenants  duteous  offerings  bear. 
Turkeys  and  geefe,  and  grocer's  fweetefl  ware  ; 
With  the  new  health  the  ponderous  tankard  flows, 
And  old  06lober  reddens  every  nofe. 

Vol.  XXXVI.  Q^  Beagles 
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Beagles  and  fpaniels  round  his  cradle  ftand, 
Klfs  his  moift  lip,  and  gently  lick  his  hand. 
He  joys  to  hear  the  fhrill  horn's  echoing  founds. 
And  learns  to  lifp  the  names  of  all  the  hounds. 
With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  o'erflow, 
Barley  fhall  in  paternal  acres  grow  ; 
The  bee  fhall  fip  the  fragrant  dew  from  flowers. 
To  give  metheghn  for  his  morning-hours  ; 
For  him  the  cluftering  hop  fhall  climb  the  poles, 
And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowls. 

His  Sire's  exploits  he  now  with  wonder  hears. 
The  monftrous  tales  indulge  his  greedy  ears  ; 
How,  when  youth  ftrunghisnerves  and  warm'd  his  veins. 
He  rode  the  mighty  Nim.rod  of  the  plains. 
He  leads  the  flaring  infant  through  the  hall, 
Points  out  the  horny  fpoils  that  grace  the  wall ; 
Tells,  how  this  flag  through  three  whole  counties  fled. 
What  rivers  fwam,  where  bay'd,  and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  the  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 
Defcribes  the  defperate  chace,  and  all  his  cheats ; 
How  in  one  day,  beneath  his  furious  fpeed, 
He  tir'd  feven  courfers  of  the  fleetefl  breed ; 
How  high  the  pale  he  leap'd,  how  wide  the  ditch. 
When  the  hound  tore  the  haunches  of  the  *  witch! 
Thefe  flories,  which  defcend  from  fon  to  fon, 
The  forward  boy  fhall  one  day  make  his  own. 

Ah,  too  fond  mother,  think  the  time  draws  nigh. 
That  calls  the  darling  from  thy  tender  eye  ; 

*  The  moft  common  accident  to  fportfmen,  to  hunt  a  witch  i» 
•^c  ftxape  of  a  hare. 

How 
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How  fliall  his  fpirit  brook  the  rigid  rules, 

And  the  long  tyranny  of  grammar-fchools  ? 

Let  younger  brothers  o'er  dull  authors  plod, 

Laili'd  into  Latin  by  the  tingling  rod  ; 

No,  let  him  never  feel  that  fmart  difgrace  : 

Why  fliould  he  wifer  prove  than  all  his  race  ? 

When  ripening  youth  with  down  o'erfhades  his  chin, 

And  every  female  eye  incites  to  fm  ; 

The  milk-maid  (tlKJUghtlefs  of  her  future  fhame) 

With  fmacking  lip  fliall  ralfe  his  guilty  flame  ; 

The  dairy,  barn,  the  hay-loft,  and  the  grove, 

vSliall  oft'  be  confcious  of  their  flolen  love. 

But  think,  Prifcilla,  on  that  dreadful  time, 

AVhen  pangs  and  watery  qualms  fliall  own  thy  crime* 

How  v/ilt  thou  tremble  wlien  thy  nipple's  preft, 

To  fee  the  white  drops  batlie  thy  fwelling  brealt ! 

Nine  moons  fliall  publickly  divulge  thy  fliame. 

And  the  young  Squire  foreft:all  a  father's  name. 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper's  fweeping  hand 
With  level'd  harveflis  has  beftrown  the  land  ; 
On  fam'd  St.  Hubert's  feaft,  his  winding  horn 
Shall  cheer  the  joyful  hound,  and  wake  the  morn : 
This  memorable  day  his  eager  fpetd 
Shall  urge  with  bloody  heel  the  rifing  flieed. 
O  check  the  foamy  bit,  nor  tempt  thy  fate. 
Think  on  the  murders  of  a  five-bar  gate  ! 
Yet,  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries, 
Low  in  the  dufl:  his  groveling  honour  lies. 
Headlong  he  falls,  and  on  the  rugged  fl:one 
Diftorts  his  neck,  and  cracks  the  collar-bone. 

0^2  O  vtn. 
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O  venturous  youth,  thy  thirft  of  game  allay  : 
May'fl:  thou  furvive  the  perils  of  this  day  ! 
He  fliall  furvive  ;  and  in  late  years  be  fent 
To  fnore  away  Debates  in  Parliament. 

The  time  fhall  come,  v^rhen  his  more  folid  fenfc 
With  nod  important  fhall  the  laws  difpenfe  ; 
A  Juflice  with  grave  Juftices  fhall  fit ; 
He  praife  their  wifdom,  they  admire  his  wit. 
No  greyhound  lliall  attend  the  tenant's  pace. 
No  rufty  gun  the  farmer's  chimney  grace ; 
Salmons  fliall  leave  their  covers  void  of  fear, 
Nor  dread  the  thievifh  net  or  triple  fpear ; 
Poachers  fhall  tremble  at  his  awful  name, 
Whom  vengeance  now  o'ertakcs  for  murder'd  game. 

Allift  me,  Bacchus,  and  ye  drunken  powers, 
To  fmg  his  friendfhips  and  his  midnight  hours  ! 

Why  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  ftrength  of  beer, 
Firm-cork'd  and  mellow'd  till  the  twentieth  year  ; 
Brew'd  or  when  Phcebus  warms  the  fleecy  fign, 
Or  when  his  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  fhine  ? 
Think  on  the  mifchiefs  which  from  hence  have  fprung! 
It  arm.s  with  curfes  dire  the  wrathful  tongue  ; 
Foul  fcandal  to  the  lying  lip  affords, 
And  prompts  the  memory  with  injurious  words. 
O  where  is  wifdom  when  by  this  o'erpower'd  ? 
The  ftate  is  cenfur'd,  and  the  maid  deflower'd ! 
And  wilt  thou  ftill,  O  Squire,  brew  ale  fo  flrong  ? 
Hear  then  the  diftates  of  prophetic  fong. 

Methinks  I  fee  him  in  his  hall  appear, 
Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer, 

'Midft 
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'Mldfl:  mugs  and  glafTes  fhatter'd  o'er  the  floor, 
Dead  drunk,  his  fervile  crew  fupinely  fnore  ; 
Triumphant,  o'er  the  proftrate  brutes  he  ftands, 
The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands  ; 
Boldly  he  drinks,  and,  like  his  glorious  fires, 
In  copious  gulps  of  potent  ale  expires. 


0.3  THE 
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THE        TOILETTE, 

A    TOWN    ECLOGUE. 

L  Y  D  I  A. 

^^TOWtwentyfpringshadcloth'd  the  park  with  grcen^- 

■^        Since  Lydia  knew  the  bloflbm  of  fifteen  ; 

No  lovers  now  her  morning  hours  moleft. 

And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half-undreit  j 

The  thundering  knocker  wakes  the  ftreet  no  more^ 

No  chairs,  no  coaches,  crowd  her  filent  door  ; 

Her  midniglits  once  at  cards  and  hazard  iled> 

Which  now,  alas  !  fhe  dreams  away  in  bed. 

Around  her  wait  Shocks,  monkeys,  and  mockaws,. 

To  fill  the  place  of  fops  and  perjur'd  beaux  ; 

In  thefe  flie  views  the  mimickry  of  man, 

And  fmiles  v/hen  grinning  Pug  gallants  her  fan  j 

When  Poll  repeats,  the  founds  deceive  her  ear 

(For  founds  like  his  once  told  her  Damon's  care)  ;, 

With  thefe  alone  her  tedious  mornings  pafs  ; 

Or,  at  the  dumb  devotion  of  her  glafs. 

She  fmooths  her  brow,  and  frizzles  forth  her  hairSj. 

And  fancies  youthful  drefs  gives  youthful  airs  ; 

With  crimfon  wool  fhe  fixes  every  grace> 

That  not  a  blufh  can  difcompofe  her  face. 

Reclin'd  upon  her  arm,  fhe  penfive  fate. 

And  curs'd  th'  inconflancy  of  youth  too  late. 

O  Youth  I 
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O  Youth  !   O  fpring  of  life  !   for  ever  lofl  i 
No  more  my  name  fliall  reign  the  favourite  toaft ; 
On  glafs  no  more  tlie  diamond  grave  my  name, 
And  rhymes  mif-fpelt  record  a  lover's  flame  : 
Nor  Ihall  fide-boxes  wateh  my  reftlefs  eyes. 
And,  as  they  catch  tlie  glance,  in  rows  arife 
With  humble  bows  ;  nor  white-lov'd  beaux  encroach 
In  crowds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach. 
Ah,  haplefs  nymph  !   fuch  conquefts  are  no  more ; 
For  Chloe's  nov^^  what  Lydia  was  before  ! 

'Tis  true,  this  Chloe  boails  the  peaches  bloom. 
But  does  her  nearer  vvhifper  breathe  perfume  ? 
I  own,  her  taper  fliape  is  form'd  to  pleaie. 
Yet  if  you  faw  her  unconfin'd  by  ftays  ! 
She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  make  pretence; 
Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 
Her  reputation  !   but  that  never  yet 
Could  check  the  freedoms  of  a  young  coquette. 
Why  will  ye  then,  vain  fops,  her  eyes  beheve  ? 
Her  eyes  can,  like  your  perjur'd  tongues,  deceive. 

What  fliall  I  do  ?  how  fpend  the  hateful  day  ? 
At  cliapel  fhall  I  wear  the  morn  away  ? 
Who  there  frequents  at  thefe  unmodifli  hours. 
But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizzled  towers. 
And  gray  religious  maids  ?  My  prefence  there 
Amid  that  fober  train  would  own  defpair  j 
Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old  ;  nor  Is  my  glance 
As  yet  fixt  whoUy  to  devotion's  trance. 

Straight  then  I'll  drefs,  and  take  my  wonted  rani^-c 
Through  every  Indian  fliop  through  all  the  Change  ; 
0^4  Wiicre 


831  GAY'S      POEMS, 

Where  tlie  tall  jar  ere  ft  s  his  coftly  pride, 
With  antick  fhapes  in  china's  azure  dy'd  ; 
There  carelefs  lies  the  rich  brocade  unroll'd  ; 
Here  (hines  a  cabinet  with  burnifh'd  gold : 
But  then  remembrance  will  my  grief  renew, 
'Twas  there  the  raffling  dice  falfe  Damon  threw  ;. 
The  raffling  dice  to  him  decide  the  prize  ; 
'Twas  there  he  firft  conversed  with  Chloe's  eyes. 
Hence  fprung  th'  ill-fated  caufe  of  all  my  fmart ; 
To  me  the  toy  he  gave,  to  her  his  heart. 
But  foon  thy  perjury  in  the  gift  was  found. 
The  fhiver'd  china  dropt  upon  the  ground  ; 
Sure  omen  that  thy  vows  would  faithlefs  prove  ; 
Trail  was  thy  prefent,  frailer  is  thy  love. 

O  happy  Poll,  in  wiry  prifon  pent ; 
Thou  ne'er  haft  known  what  love  or  rivals  meant  ,. 
And  Pug  with  pleafure  can  his  fetters  bear. 
Who  ne'er  believ'd  the  vows  that  lovers  fwear  I 
How  am  I  curfl   (unhappy  and  forlorn)  ■ 
With  perjury,  with  love,  and  rival's  fcorn  ! 
Falfe  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inveigling  airs, 
Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  heirs, 
Falfe  is  tiie  cringing  courtier's  plighted  word, 
Falfe  are  the  dice  when  gamefters  ftamp  the  board,. 
Falfe  is  the  fp rightly  widow's  public  tear ; 
Yet  thefe  to  Damon's  oaths  are  all  fmcere. 

Fly  from  perfidious  man,  the  fex  difdain  ; 
Let  fervile  Chloe  wear  the  nuptial  chain. 
Damon  is  praftis'd  in  the  modifh  hfe. 
Can  hate,  and  yet  be  civil  to  a  wife. 

He 
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He  games  ;  he  fwears  ;  he  drinks  ;  he  fights  ;  he  roves  ; 

Yet  Chloe  can  believe  he  fondly  loves. 

Miftrefs  and  wife  can  well  fupply  his  need  ; 

A  mifs  for  pleafare,  and  a  wife  for  breed. 

But  Chloe's  air  is  unconfin'd  and  gay, 

And  can  perhaps  an  injur'd  bed  repay ; 

Perhaps  her  patient  temper  can  behold 

The  rival  of  her  love  adorn 'd  with  gold. 

Powder'd  with  diamonds  ;  free  from  thought  and  care, 

A  hufband's  fullen  humours  fhe  can  bear. 

Why  are  thefe  fobs  ?  and  why  thefe  ftreaming  eyes? 
Is  love  the  caufe  I  No,  I  the  fex  defpife  ; 
I  hate,  I  loath  his  bafe  perfidious  name. 
Yet  if  he  fliould  but  feign  a  rival  flame  ? 
But  Chloe  boafts  and  triumphs  in  my  pains  ; 
To  her  he  's  faithful,  'tis  to  me  he  feigns. 

Thus  love-fick  Lydia  rav'd.     Her  maid  appears  ; 
A  band-box  in  her  fteady  hand  fhe  bears. 
How  well  this  ribband's  glofs  becomes  your  face  ! 
She  cries,  in  raptures ;  then,  fo  fweet  a  lace  ! 
How  charmingly  you  look  !  fo  bright !  fo  fair  ! 
'Tis  to  your  eyes  the  head-dr.efs  owes  its  air. 
Straight  Lydia  fmilM ;  the  comb  adjufts  her  locks. 
And  at  the  play-houfe  Harry  keeps  her  box. 
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THE        T    E    A    -  T    A    B    L    K 

A       TOWN       ECLOGUE. 

DORIS    AND    MELANTHE. 

C  AINT  James's  noon-day  bell  for  prayers  had  toll'dy 
^  And  coaches  to  the  patron's  levee  roU'd, 
When  Doris  rofe.     And  now  through  all  the  room 
From  flowery  Tea  exhales  a  fragrant  fume. 
Cup  after  cup  they  fipt,  and  talk'd  by  fits,. 
For  Doris  here,  and  there  Melanthe  fits. 
Doris  was  young,  a  laughter-loving  dame, 
Nice  of  her  own  alike  and  others'  fame  : 
Melanthe's  tongue  could  well  a  tale  advance. 
And  fooner  gave  than  funk  a  circumllance  ; 
Lock'd  in  her  memory,  fecrets  never  dy'd. 
Doris  begun  :  Melanthe  thus  reply'd. 

Doris. 
Sylvia  the  vain  fantafllc  Fop  admires  ; 
The  Rake's  loofe  gallantry  her  bofom  fires  : 
Sylvia  like  that  is  vain,  like  this  fne  roves  ; 
In  hking  them,  flie  but  herfelf  approves. 

Melanthe. 
Laura  rails  on  at  men,  the  fex  reviles, 
Their  vice  condemns,  or  at  their  folly  fmlles. 
Why  fliould  her  tongue  in  jufl  refentment  fail, 
Since  men  at  her  with  equal  freedom  rail  ? 

DORIJ. 
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Doris. 
Lad  Mafquerade  was  Sylvia  nymph-Uke  feen, 
licr  hand  a  crook  furtain'd,  her  drcfs  was  green  ; 
An  amorous  (hepherd  led  her  through  the  crowd,. 
The  nymph  was  innocent,  the  fliepherd  vow'd  ; 
But  nymphs  their  innocence  with  fliepherds  truft  ; 
So  both  withdrew,  as  nymph  and  fliepherd  muft. 

Melanthe. 
Name  but  the  licence  of  the  modern  flage, 
Laura  takes  fire,  and  kindles  into  rage  ; 
The  whining  tragic  love  ihe  fcarce  can  bear. 
But  naufeous  comedy  ne'er  fliock'd  her  ear  ; 
Yet,  in  the  gallery  mobb'd,  (lie  fits  fecure. 
And  laughs  at  j  efts  that  turn  the  box  demure. 

Doris. 
Truft  not,  ye  Ladies,  to  your  beauty's  power, 
For  beauty  withers  like  a  flirivel'd  flower ; 
Yet  thofe  fair  flowers,  that  Syhia's  temples  bindy. 
Fade  not  with  fudden  blights  or  winter's  wind  j 
Like  thofe,  her  face  defies  the  rolling  years ; 
For  art  her  rofes  and  her  charms  repairs. 

Melanthe. 
Laura  defpifes  every  outward  grace, 
The  wanton  fparkling  eye,  the  blooming  face  j 
The  beauties  of  the  foul  are  all  her  pride, 
For  other  beauties  Nature  has  deny'd  : 
If  affedation  fhew  a  beauteous  mind. 
Lives  there  a  man  to  Luura's  merits  blind  ? 

Doris. 
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Doris. 
Sylvia  be  fure  defies  the  town's  reproach, 
Whofe  difhabille  is  foil'd  in  hackney  coach ; 
What  though  the  fafh  was  clos'd,  mufl  we  conclude. 
That  fhe  was  yielding,  when  her  fop  was  rude  ? 

Melanthe. 
Laura  learnt  caution  at  too  dear  a  coft. 
What  fair  could  e'er  retrieve  her  honour  loft  ? 
Secret  fhe  loves  ;  and  who  the  nymph  can  blame, 
Who  durft  not  own  a  footman's  vulgar  flame  ? 

Doris. 
Though  Laura's  homely  tafte  defcends  fo  low  ; 
Her  footman  well  may  vie  with  Sylvia's  beau. 

Melanthe. 
Yet  why  fhould  Laura  think  it  a  difgrace. 
When  proud  Miranda's  groom  wears  Flanders  lace  ? 

Doris. 
What  though  for  mufick  Cynthio  boafts  an  ear  ? 
Robin  perhaps  can  hum  an  Opera  air. 
Cynthio  can  bow,  takes  fnufF,  and  dances  well ; 
Robin  talks  common-fenfe,  can  write  and  fpell. 
Sylvia's  vain  fancy  drefs  and  fhow  admires  ; 
But  'tis  the  man  alone  whom  Laura  fires. 

Melanthe. 
Plato's  wife  morals  Laura's  foul  improve  ; 
And  this  no  doubt  muft  be  Platonic  love  ! 
Her  foul  to  generous  a6ls  was  Hill  inclin'd. 
What  Hiews  more  virtue  than  an  humble  mind  ? 

Doris 
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Doris. 

What  t!iough  young  Sylvia  love  the  park's  cool  fliadc. 
And  wander  in  the  dun<:  the  fecret  glade  ? 
Mafqu'd  and  alone   (by  chance)   fhe  met  her  fpark  ; 
Tliat  innocence  is  weak  which  fhuns  the  dark. 

Melanthe. 
But  Laura  for  her  flame  has  no  pretence ; 
Her  footman  is  a  footman  too  in  fenfe. 
All  prudes  I  hate  ;  and  thofe  are  rightly  curd 
With  fcandal's  double  load,  who  cenfure  firft. 

Doris. 
And  what  if  Cynthio  Sylvia's  garter  ty'd  ? 
Who  fuch  a  foot  and  fuch  a  leg  would  hide ; 
When  crook-knee'd  Phyllis  can  expofe  to  view 
Her  gold-clock'd  {locking,  and  her  tawdry  fhoe  ? 
Melanthe. 

If  pure  devotion  center  in  the  face, 

If  cenfuring  others  fliew  intrinfic  grace. 

If  guilt  to  public  freedoms  be  confin'd, 

Prudes   (all  muft  own)  are  of  the  holy  kind! 
Doris. 

Sylvia  difdains  referve,  and  flies  confliraint  ; 

She  neither  is,  nor  would  be  thought,  a  Saint. 
Melai^the, 

Love  is  a  trivial  paffion,  Laura  cries  : 

May  I  be  blefl:  with  friendfliip's  fliricler  ties  ! 

To  fuch  a  breafl:  all  fecrets  we  commend  ; 

Sure  the  whole  Drawing-room  is  Laura's  friend. 

Doris. 
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Doris* 
At  marriage  Sylvia  rails  ;  who  men  would  trufl  ? 
Yet  hufbands'  jealoufies  are  fometimes  jiift. 
Her  favours  Sylvia  fhares  among  mankind : 
Such  generous  love  fhould  never  be  confin'd. 

As  thus  alternate  chat  employed  their  tongue. 
With  thundering  raps  the  brazen  knocker  rung. 
I^aura  and  Sylvia  came  ;  the  nymphs  arife ; 
''  This  unexpefted  vifit,"  Doris  cries, 
"  Is  doubly  kind  I"  Melanthe  Laura  led  : 
**  Since  I  was  laft  fo  bled,  my  dear,"  fhe  faid, 
**  Sure  'tis  an  age  !'*  They  fate  ;  the  hour  was  fet ; 
And  all  again  that  night  at  Ombre  met. 
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THE        FUNERAL. 
A    TOWN    ECLOGUE. 

S  A  BIN  A.     LUCY. 

■nr^WICE  had  the  moon  perform'd  her  earthly  race, 
-*•     Since  firll  the  veil  o'ercaft  Sabina's  face. 
Then  died  the  tender  partner  of  her  bed. 

And  lives  Sabina  when  Fidelio's  dead  ? 

f  idelio's  dead,  and  yet  Sabina  lives. 

But  fee  the  tribute  of  her  tears  (he  gives  : 

Their  abfcnt  Lord  her  rooms  in  fable  mourn, 

And  all  the  day  the  glimmering  tapers  burn  ; 

Stretch'd  on  the  couch  of  ftate  fhe  penfive  lies, 

While  oft'  the  fnowy  cambric  wipes  her  eyes. 

Now  enter'd  Lucy  :  trufty  Lucy  knew 

To  roll  a  fleeve,  or  bear  a  billet-doux  ; 

Her  ready  tongue,  in  ftcret  fervice  trvM, 

With  equal  fluency  fpoke  truth  or  lyM  ; 

She  well  could  fiufh  or  humble  a  gallant, 

And  ferve  at  once  as  maid  and  confidant  ! 

A  letter  from  her  faithRil  flays  fhe  took  : 

Sabina  fnatch'd  it  with  an  angry  look, 

And  thus  in  hafty  words  her  grief  confeft  ; 

While  Lucy  ftrove  to  footh  lier  troubled  breaft. 

6  SabinAi 
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Sabina. 
What,  ftlU  Myrtillo's  hand  !  his  flame  I  fcorn  ; 
Give  back  his  paifion  with  the  feal  imtorn. 
To  break  our  foft  repofe  has  man  a  right  ? 
And  are  we  doom'd  to  read  whate'er  they  write  ? 
Not  all  the  fex  my  firm  refolves  fhall  move  ; 
My  life's  a  life  of  forrow,  not  of  love. 
May  Lydia's  wrinkles  all  my  forehead  trace. 
And  Celia's  palenefs  ficken  o'er  my  face  ; 
May  fops  of  mine,  as  Flavia's  favours,  boaft, 
Aiid  coquettes  triumph  in  my  honour  loft  ; 
May  cards  employ  my  nights,  and  never  more 
May  thefe  curft  eyes  behold  a  matadore  ; 
Break  China,  perifh  Shock,  die  Perroquet ; 
When  I  Fidelio's  dearer  love  forget ! 
Fidelio's  judgment  fcorn'd  the  foppifh  train  ; 
His  air  was  eafy,  and  his  drefs  was  plain  ; 
His  words  fincere,  refpeft  his  prefence  drev/. 
And  on  his  lips  fweet  converfation  grew. 
Where's  wit,  where's  beauty,  where  is  virtue  fled  ? 
Alas  !  they're  now  no  more  ;  Fidelio's  dead  ! 

Lucy. 
Yet,  when  he  liv'd,  he  wanted  every  grace  ; 
That  eafy  air  was  then  an  aukward  pace  ; 
Have  not  your  fighs  in  whifpers  often  faid, 
His  drefs  was  flovenly,  his  fpeech  ill-bred  ? 
Have  not  I  heard  you,  with  a  fecret  tear, 
Call  that  fweet  converfe  fallen  and  fevere  ? 
Think  not  I  come  to  take  Myrtillo's  part ; 
Let  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fliare  his  heart ; 

Let 


ECLOGUES.  24t 

Let  Chloe's  love  in  every  ear  exprefs 
His  graceful  perfon  and  genteel  addrefs. 
All  well  may  judge  what  (haft  has  Daphne  hit, 
Who  fufFers  filence,  to  admire  his  wit. 
His  equipage  and  liverixzs  Doris  move  ; 
But  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fondly  love. 
Sooner  fhall  Cits  in  fafliions  guide  the  Court, 
And  beaux  upon  the  bufy  Change  rcfort ; 
Sooner  the  nation  fliall  from  fnuff  be  freed. 
And  fops'  apartments  fmoke  with  India's  weed  ; 
Sooner  Pd  wifh  and  figh  through  nunnery  grates ; 
Than  recommend  the  flame  Sabina  hates. 

Sabina. 
Becaufe  fome  widows  are  in  hafte  fubdued  j 
Shall  every  fop  upon  our  tears  intrude  ? 
Can  I  forget  my  lov'd  Fidelio's  tongue, 
Soft  as  the  warbling  of  Italian  fong  ? 
Did  not  his  rofy  lips  breathe  forth  perfume, 
Fragrant  as  fteams  from  tea's  imperial  bloom  ? 

Lucy. 
Yet  once  you  thought  that  tongue  a  greater  cvirff 
Than  fqualls  of  children  for  an  abfent  nurfe. 
Have  you  not  fancy'd,  in  his  frequent  kifs, 
Th'  ungrateful  leavings  of  a  filthy  Mifs  ? 

Sabina. 
Love,  I  thy  power  defy  ;  no  fecond  flame 
Shall  ever  raze  my  dear  Fidello's  name. 
Fannia  without  a  tear  might  lofe  her  Lord, 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  his  prefence  but  at  board. 
Vol.  XXXVI.  R  Ani 
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And  why  fhould  forrow  fit  on  Lefbia's  face  ?  '  ■  ' 

Are  there  fuch  comforts  In  a  fot's  embrace  ?  f 

No  friend,  no  lover,  Is  to  Lefbia  dead  ; 

For  Lefbia  long  had  known  a  feparate  bed. 

Gufh  forth,  ye  tears ;  wafte,  walle,  ye  fighs,  my  breaft  ; 

My  days,  my  nights,  were  by  Fidelio  bleft  i  ' 

Lucy. 
You  cannot  fure  forget  how  oft'  you  fald, 
His  teazing  fondnefs  jealoufy  betray'd  1 
When  at  the  play  the  neighbouring  box  he  took. 
You  thought  you  read  fufpicion  In  his  look. 
When  cards  and  counters  flew  around  the  board. 
Have  you  not  wifhM  the  abfence  of  your  Lord  ? 
His  company  was  then  a  poor  pretence, 
To  check  the  freedoms  of  a  wife's  expence. 

Sabina. 
But  why  fhould  I  Myrtillo's  paffion  blame. 
Since  Love's  a  fierce,  involuntary  flame  ? 

Lucy. 
Could  he  the  failles  of  his  heart  withftand, 
Why  fiiould  he  not  to  Chloe  give  his  hand  ? 
For  Chioe's  handfome  ;  yet  he  flights  her  flame ; 
Laft  night  flie  fainted  at  Sabina's  name. 
Why,  Daphne,  dofl:  thou  blame  Sabina's  charms  ? 
Sabina  keeps  no  lover  from  thy  arms. 
At  crimp  Myrtlllo  play'd ;  In  kind  regards 
Doris  threw  love,  unmindful  of  the  cards  ; 
Doris  was  touch'd  with  fpleen  ;  her  fan  he  rent, 
Flew  from  the  table,  and  to  tears  gave  vent. 
I   .;  Why, 
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Why,  Doris,  doll  thou  curfe  Sabina's  eyes  ? 
To  her  Myrtillo  is  a  vulgar  prize. 

Sabina. 
Yet  fay,  I  lovM  ;  how  loud  would  cenfurc  rail ! 
So  foon  to  quit  the  duties  of  the  veil ! 
No,  fooner  Plays  and  Operas  I'd  forfwear, 
Awd  change  thefe  China  jars  for  Tunbridge  ware ; 
Or  truft  my  mother  as  a  confidant, 
Or  fix  a  friendfhip  with  my  maiden-aunt  ; 
Than  till — to-morrow  throw  my  weeds  away. 
Yet  let  me  fee  kirn,  if  he  comes  to-day ! 
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THE 

ESPOUSAL^ 
A    SOBER    ECLOGUE. 

1»etween  two  of  the  people   called  quakers^ 

Caleb.     Tabitha. 
73  E  N  E  A  T  H  the  fhadow  of  a  beaver  hat, 
"■-^  Meek  Caleb  at  a  filent  meeting  fat ; 
His  eye-balls  oft'  forgot  the  holy  trance, 
While  Tabitha  demure  returned  the  glance. 
The  meeting  ended,  Caleb  filence  broke, 
And  Tabitha  her  inward  yearnings  fpoke. 

Caleb. 
Beloved,  fee  how  all  things  follow  love  ; 
Lamb  fondleth  lamb,  and  dove  difports  with  dove  ; 
Yet  fondled  lambs  their  innocence  fecure. 
And  none  can  call  the  turtle's  bill  impure. 
O  faireft  of  our  fillers,  let  me  be 
The  billing  dove  and  fondling  lamb  to  thee. 

Tabitha. 
But,  Caleb,  know  that  birds  of  gentle  mind 
Eleft  a  mate  among  the  fober  kind  ; 
Not  the  mockaws,  all  deck'd  in  fcarlet  pride. 
Entice  their  mild  and  modeft  hearts  afide  : 
But  thou,  vain  man  !  beguil'd  by  Popifh  fliows, 
Dotiteil  Oft  ribbands,  flounces,  furbelows. 

If 
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If  thy  falfe  heart  be  fond  of  tawdry  dyes, 
Go,  wed  the  painted  arch  in  fummer-ilcics  ; 
Such  love  will  like  the  rainbow's  hue  decay, 
Strong-  at  the  firft,  but  pafleth  foon  away. 

Caleb. 
Name  not  the  frailties  of  my  youthful  days, 
When  vice  mifled  me  through  the  harlot's  ways  ; 
When  I  with  wanton  look  the  fex  beheld, 
And  Nature  with  each  wanton  look  rebeU'd  ; 
Then  party-colour'd  pride  my  heart  might  moTC 
With  lace,  the  net  to  catch  unhallow'd  love. 
All  fuch-Hke  love  is  fading  as  the  flower. 
Springs  in  a  day,  and  withereth  in  an  hour : 
But  now  I  feel  the  fpoufal  love  within, 
And  fpoufal  love  no  filler  holds  a  fm. 

Tabitha. 
I  know  thou  longeft  for  the  flaunting  maid, 
Thy  falfehood  own,  and  fay  I  am  betray 'd  ; 
The  tongue  of  man  is  bHfter'd  o'er  with  lies, 
But  truth  is  ever  read  in  woman's  eyes. 

0  that  my  lip  obey'd  a  tongue  like  thine  ! 
Or  that  thine  eye  bewray'd  a  love  hke  mine  ! 

Caleb. 
How  bitter  are  thy  words  !  forbear  to  teafe, 

1  too  might  blame — but  love  delights  to  pleafe. 
Why  fhould  I  tell  thee,  that,  when  laft  the  fuH 
Painted  the  downy  peach  of  Newington, 
Jofiah  led  thee  through  the  garden's  walk, 
And  mingled  melting  kifles  with  his  talk  ? 

R  3  Ab, 
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Ah,  Jealoufy  !  turn,  turn  thine  eyes  afide  : 
How  can  I  fee  that  watch  adorn  thy  fide  ? 
For  verily  no  gift  the  fifters  take 
For  luft  of  gain,  but  for  the  giver's  fake. 

Tabitha, 
I  own,  Jofiah  gave  the  golden -toy^ 
"Which  did  the  righteous  hand  of  Quarc  employ. 
When  Caleb  hath  afTign'd  fome  happy  day, 
I  look  on  this,  and  chide  the  hours  delay ; 
And,  when  Jofiah  would  his  love  purfue. 
On  this  I  look,  and  fhun  his  wanton  view. 
Man  but  in  vain  with  trinkets  tries  to  move  } 
The  only  prefent  love  demands  is  love. 

Caleb. 
Ah,  Tabitha,  to  hear  thefe  words  of  thine. 
My  pulfe  beats  high,  as  if  inflam'd  with  wine  ! 
When  to  the  brethren  firll  with  fervent  zeal 
The  fpirit  mov'd  the  yearnings  to  reveal. 
How  did  I  joy  thy  trembling  lip  to  fee 
Red  as  the  cherry  from  the  Kentifh  tree ! 
When  ecftafy  had  warm'd  thy  look  fo  meek,. 
Gardens  of  rofes  blufhed  on  thy  cheek  ! 
With  what  fweet  tranfport  didft  thou  roll  thine  eyes  !^ 
How  did  thy  words  provoke  the  brethren's  fighs  I 
Words  that  with  holy  fighs  might  others  move, 
But,  Tabitha,  my  fighs  were  fighs  of  love. 

Tabitha. 
Is  Tabitha  beyond  her  wiflies  bleft  ? 
Does  no  proud  worldly  dame  divide  thy  breafl  ? 

Then 
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Tlien  hear  me,  Caleb,  wltnefs  what  I  fpeak, 
This  folcmn  promiTc  death  alone  can  break  : 
Sooner  I  would  bedeck  my  brow  with  lace. 
And  with  immodeft  favourites  fliade  my  face, 
Sooner  like  Babylon's  lewd  wliore  be  dreft 
In  flaring  diamonds  and  a  fcarlet  veil:. 
Or  make  a  curtfie  in  Cathedral  pew, 
Than  prove  inconftant,  while  my  Caleb's  true. 

Caleb. 
When  I  prove  falfe,  and  Tabitha  forfake, 
Teachers  (hall  dance  a  jig  at  country-wake  ; 
Brethren  unbeaver'd  then  ihall  bow  their  head. 
And  with  prophane  mince-pits  our  babes  be  fed. 

Tabitha. 
If  that  Jofiah  were  with  paffion  fir'd. 
Warm  as  the  zeal  of  youth  when  firft  infpir'd  ; 
In  fteady  love  though  he  might  perfevere. 
Unchanging  as  the  decent  garb  we  wear, 
And  thou  wert  fickle  as  the  wind  that  blows, 
Light  as  the  feather  on  the  head  of  beaux  ; 
Yet  I  for  thee  would  all  thy  fex  refign  : 
Sillers,  take  all  the  reft — be  Caleb  mine. 

Caleb. 
Though  I  had  all  that  fmful  love  affords, 
And  all  the  concubines  of  all  the  lords, 
Whofe  couches  creak  with  whoredom's  fmful  (hame, 
Whofe  velvet  chairs  are  with  adultery  lame  j 
Ev'n  in  the  harlot's  hall,  I  would  not  fip 

•om  her  lying  lip  ; 
R  4  I'd 
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I'd  fhun  her  paths,  upon  thy  mouth  to  dwell. 
More  fweet  than  powder  which  the  merchants  felL 
O  folace  me  with  kifles  pure  like  thine  ! 
Enjoy,  ye  lords,  the  wanton  concubine. 
The  fpring  now  calls  us  forth  ;  come,  filler,  come. 
To  fee  the  primrofe  and  the  daify  bloom. 
l.et  ceremony  bind  the  worldly  pair  ; 
Sillers  elleem  the  brethren's  words  fmcere. 

Tabitha. 
Efpoufals  are  but  forms.     O  lead  me  hence. 
For  fecret  love  can  never  give  offence. 

Then  hand  in  hand  the  loving  mates  withdraw  i 
7V«f  love  is  nature  unrejlrain^ d  by  law^ 
This  tenet  all  the  holy  fe6l  allows ; 
$Q  Tabitha  took  eameft  of  a  fpoufc* 
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T     O  N  G  had  Panthea  felt  Love's  fecret  fmart, 

-*-^  And  hope  and  fear  alternate  rul'd  her  heart; 

Confenting  glances  had  her  flame  confeft ; 

In  woman's  eyes  her  very  foul's  expreft. 

Perjur'd  Alexis  faw  the  blufhing  maid, 

He  faw,  he  fwore,  he  conquer'd,  and  betray'd. 

Another  love  now  calls  him  from  her  arms, 

His  fickle  heart  another  beauty  warms  ; 

Thofe  oaths,  oft'  whifper'd  in  Panthea's  ears. 

He  now  again  to  Galatea  fwears. 

Beneath  a  beech  th'  abandon'd  virgin  laid. 

In  grateful  folitude  enjoys  the  fhade  ; 

There  with  faint  voice  fhe  breath'd  thefe  moving  drains. 

While  fighing  Zephyrs  fhar'd  her  amorous  pains. 

Pale  fettled  forrow  hangs  upon  my  brow. 
Dead  are  my  charms ;  Alexis  breaks  his  vow  ! 
Think,  think,  dear  fliepherd,  on  the  days  you  knew, 
When  I  was  happy,  when  my  fwain  was  true  ; 
Think  how  thy  looks  and  tongue  are  form'd  to  move  5 
Aod  think  yet  more-— that  all  my  fault  was  love. 

All, 
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Ah,  could  you  view  me  in  this  wretched  flate. 
You  might  not  love  me,  but  you  could  not  hate. 
Could  you  behold  me  in  this  confcious  (hade, 
Where  firft  thy  vovvs,  where  hrfl  my  love  was  pai^. 
Worn  out  with  watching,  fullen  with  defpair, 
And  fee  each  eye  fwell  with  a  gufhing  tear  ; 
Could  you  behold  me  on  this  mofiy  bed, 
From  my  pale  cheek  the  lively  crimfon.  fled, 
Which  in  my  fofter  hours  you  oft'  have  fworn. 
With  rofy  beauty  far  outblufh'd  the  morn  ; . 
Could  you  untouch'd  this  wretched  objeft  bear. 
And  would  not  loft  Panthea  claim  a  tear  ? 
You  could  not,  fure — tears  from  your  eyes  would  IleaT, 
And  unawares  thy  tender  foul  reveal. 
Ah,  no  !   thy  foul  with  cruelty  is  fraught, 
No  tendernefs  difturbs  thy  favage  thought ; 
Sooner  fhall  tigers  fpare  the  trembling  lambs, 
And  wolves  with  pity  hear  their  bleating  dams ; 
Sooner  fhall  vultures  from  their  quarry  fly ; 
Than  falfe  Alexis  for  Panthea  figh. 
Thy  bofom  ne'er  a  tender  thought  confeft. 
Sure  fl;ubborn  flint  has  arm'd  thy  cruel  bread  ; 
But  hardeft  flints  are  worn  by  frequent  rains, 
And  the  foft  drops  diflblve  their  folid  veins ; 
While  thy  relentlcfs  heart  more  hard  appear?, 
And  is  not  foften'd  by  a  flood  of  tears. 

Ah,  what  is  love  !   Panthea's  joys  are  gone. 
Her  hberty,  her  peace,  her  reafon,  flown  ! 
And  when  I  view  me  in  the  watery  glafs, 
I  find  Panthea  now,  not  what  fhe  wi'.s. 


A» 
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As  northern  winds  the  new-blown  rofes  blaft. 
And  on  the  ground  their  fading  ruins  caft ; 
As  fudden  bh'ghts  corrupt  the  ripen 'd  grain. 
And  of  its  verdure  fpoil  the  mournful  plain ; 
So  haplefs  love  on  blooming  features  preys. 
So  haplefs  love  deftroys  our  peaceful  days. 

Come,  gentle  ileep,  relieve  thcfe  weary'd  eyes. 
All  forrow  in  thy  foft  embraces  dies : 
There,  fpite  of  all  thy  perjur'd  vows,  I  find 
Faithlefs  Alexis  languifhingly  kind  : 
Sometimes  he  leads  me  by  the  mazy  ftream. 
And  pleafingly  deludes  me  in  my  dream  ; 
Sometimes  he  guides  me  to  the  fecret  grove. 
Where  all  our  looks,  and  all  our  talk,  is  love. 
Oh,  could  I  thus  confume  each  tedious  day. 
And  in  fvveet  flumbers  dream  my  life  away  f 
But  fleep,  which  now  no  more  relieves  thefe  eyes. 
To  my  fad  foul  the  dear  deceit  denies. 

Why  does  the  fun  dart  forth  its  cheerful  rays  ? 
Why  do  the  woods  refound  with  warbling  lays  ? 
Why  does  the  rofe  her  grateful  fragrance  yield. 
And  yellow  cowflips  paint  the  fmiling  field  ? 
Why  do  the  ftreams  with  murmuring  mufic  flow, 
And  why  do  groves  their  friendly  (hade  bellow  i 
Let  fable  clouds  the  cheerful  fun  deface. 
Let  mournful  filence  feize  the  featherM  race  ; 
No  more,  ye  rofes,  grateful  fragrance  yield. 
Droop,  droop,  ye  cowflips,  in  the  blafted  field  ; 
No  more,  ye  dreams,  with  murmuring  mufic  flow. 
And  let  not  groves  a  friendly  fliade  bellow : 

6  Witii 
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With  fympathizing  grief  let  nature  mourn. 
And  never  know  the  youthful  fpring's  return. 
And  fhall  I  never  more  Alexis  fee  ? 
Then  what  is  fpring,  or  grove,  or  ftream,  to  me  ? 

Why  fport  the  fliipping  lambs  on  yonder  plain  ? 
Why  do  the  birds  their  tuneful  voices  ftrain  ? 
Why  friflc  thofe  heifers  in  the  cooling  grove  ? 
Their  happier  life  is  ignorant  of  love. 

Oh  !  lead  me  to  fome  melancholy  cave. 
To  lull  my  forrows  in  a  living  grave ; 
From  the  dark  rock  where  dafhing  waters  fall. 
And  creeping  ivy  hangs  the  craggy  wall ; 
Where  I  may  walle  in  tears  my  hours  away> 
And  never  know  the  feafons  or  the  day  ! 
Die,  die,  Panthea — fly  this  hateful  grove  ; 
For  what  is  life  without  the  fwain  I  lore  ^ 
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A      R      A      M      I      N      T      A. 
AN        ELEGY. 

"^T  O  W  Phoebus  rofe,  and  with  his  early  beams 

-*•  ^  Wak'd  fl  umbering  Delia  from  her  pleafing  dreams  J 

Her  wiflies  by  her  fancy  were  fupply'd, 

And  in  her  fleep  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd. 

With  fecret  joy  flie  faw  the  morning  ray 

Chequer  the  floor,  and  through  the  curtains  play  ; 

The  happy  morn  that  fliall  her  blifs  complete, 

And  all  her  rivals'  envious  hopes  defeat. 

In  hafte  fhe  rofe,  forgetful  of  her  prayers, 

Flew  to  the  glafs,  and  pradis'd  o'er  her  airs : 

Her  new-fet  jewels  round  her  robe  are  plac'd, 

Some  in  a  brilliant  buckle  bind  her  waift, 

Some  round  her  neck  a  circling  light  difplay, 

Some  in  her  hair  diffufe  a  trembling  ray  ; 

The  filver  knot  o'erlooks  the  Mechlin  lace. 

And  adds  becoming  beauties  to  her  face ; 

Brocaded  flowers  o'er  the  gay  mantua  fliine. 

And  the  rich  fl:ays  her  taper  fhape  confine  ; 

Thus  all  her  drefs  exerts  a  graceful  pride. 

And  fporting  Loves  fuiTOund  th'  expecting  bride  ; 

For  Daphnis  now  attends  the  blufliing  maid, 

Before  the  prieft  the  folemn  vows  are  paid  ; 

This  day,  which  ends  at  once  all  Delia's  cares, 

Shall  fwell  a  thoufand  eyes  with  fecret  tears. 

Ceafc> 


a5+  G    A    Y'S      P    O    E    M    S. 

Ceafe,  Araminta,  'tis  in  vain  to  grieve, 
Canll  thou  from  Hymen's  bonds  the  youth  retrieve  ? 
DIfdain  his  perjuries,  and  no  longer  mourn : 
Recal  my  love,  and  find  a  fure  return. 

But  Itill  the  wretched  maid  no  comfort  knows. 
And  with  refentment  cherifhes  her  woes  ; 
Alone  Ihe  pines,  and,  in  thefe  mournful  ftrains, 
©f  Daphnis'  vows,  and  her  own  fate  complains : 

Was  it  for  this  I  fparkled  at  the  Play, 
And  loiter'd  in  the  Ring  whole  hours  away  ? 
When  if  thy  chariot  in  the  circle  fhone. 
Our  mutual  paflion  by  our  looks  was  known  ; 
Through  the  gay  crowd  my  watchful  glances  flew. 
Where'er  I  pafs,'  thy  grateful  eyes  purfue. 

**  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  my  pain  ; 
<*  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Think,  Daphnis,  think  that  fcarce  five  days  are  fled,; 
Since  (Ofalfe  tongue ! )  thofe  treacherous  things  you  faid; 
How  did  you  praife  my  fliape  and  graceful  air ! 
And  woman  thinks  all  compliments  fincere. 
Didll  thou  not  then  in  rapture  fpeak  thy  flame, 
And  in  foft  fighs  breathe  Araminta's  name  ? 
Didll  thou  not  then  with  oaths  thy  paflion  prove. 
And  with  an  awful  trembling,  fay — I  love  ? 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  1  too  well  you  faw  my  pain ; 
«  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Hov^^  could'll  thou  thus,  ungrateful  youth,  deceive  ? 
How  could  I  thus,  unguarded  maid,  believe  ? 
Sure  thou  canft  well  recal  that  fatal  night, 
When  fubtle  love  firll  enter'd  at  my  fight : 

Whe« 
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When  in  the  dance  I  was  thy  partner  chofe, 

Gods  !  what  a  rapture  in  my  bofom  rofe  ! 

My  trembhng  hand  my  fudden  joy  confefs'd. 

My  glowing  cheeks  a  wounded  heart  cxprefs'd ; 

My  looks  fpoke  love  ;  wliile  you,  with  anfwering  eyes. 

In  killing  glance?  made  as  kind  replies. 

Think,  Daphnis,  think  what  tender  things  you  faid. 

Think  what  confufion  all  my  foul  betray'd. 

You  call'd  my  graceful  prefence  Cynthia's  air ; 

And,  v.'hen  I  fung,  the  Syrens  charm'd  your  ear : 

My  flame,  blown  up  by  flatteiy,  llronger  grew  ; 

A  gale  of  love  in  ever)^'  whifpcr  flew. 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  !  too  well  you  faw  my  pain  ; 
•*  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Whene'er  I  drefs'd,  my  maid,  who  knew  my  flame, 
Cherifh'd  my  paflion  with  thy  lovely  name  ; 
Thy  pidure  in  her  talk  fo  hvely  grew. 
That  thy  dear  image  rofe  before  my  view  ; 
She  dwelt  whole  hours  upon  thy  fhape  and  mien, 
And  wounded  Delia's  fame,  to  footh  my  fpleen  : 
When  flie  beheld  me  at  the  name  grow  pale. 
Strait  to  thy  charms  flie  chang'd  her  artful  tale ; 
And,  when  thy  matchlefs  charms  were  quite  run  o*er, 
I  bid  her  tell  the  pleafmg  tale  once  more. 
Oh,  Daphnis  !   from  thy  Araminta  fled  ! 
Oh,  to  my  love  for  ever,  ever  dead  ! 
JLike  death,  his  nuptials  all  my  hope  remove, 
And  ever  part  me  from  the  man  I  love. 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  !  too  well  you  faw  my  pain  ; 
*'  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain.'* 

A  O  might 
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O  might  I  by  my  cruel  fate  be  thrown, 
In  fome  retreat  far  from  this  hateful  town  ! 
Vain  drefs  and  glaring  equipage,  adieu  ! 
Let  happier  nymphs  thofe  empty  (hows  purfuc. 
Me  let  fome  melancholy  fiiade  furround, 
Where  not  the  print  of  human  ftep  is  found. 
In  the  gay  dance  my  feet  no  more  fhall  move. 
But  bear  me  faintly  through  the  lonely  grove. 
No  more  thefe  hands  fhall  o'er  the  fpinnet  bound. 
And  from  the  fleeping  firings  call  forth  the  found : 
Mufic,  adieu  !  farewell,  Italian  airs  ! 
The  croaking  raven  now  fhall  footh  my  cares. 
On  fome  old  ruin,  lofl  in  thought,  I  refl. 
And  think  how  Araminta  once  was  blefl ; 
There  o'er  and  o'er  thy  letters  I  perufe, 
And  all  my  grief  in  one  kind  fentence  lofe  : 
Some  tender  line  by  chance  my  woe  beguiles. 
And  on  my  cheek  a  fhort-liv'd  pleafure  fmiles. 
Why  is  this  dawn  of  joy  ?  flow,  tears,  again  ! 
Vain  are  thefe  oaths,  and  all  thefe  vows  are  vain  ; 
Daphnis,  alas  !  the  Gordian  knot  has  ty'd  ; 
Nor  force  nor  cunning  can  the  band  divide. 

**  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  !  fmce  eyes  the  foul  explain, 
"  Why  knew  I  not  that  artful  tongue  could  feign  V 
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ELEGY     ON    A     LAP-DOG. 

O  HOCK's  fate  I  mourn;  poor  Shock  is  now  no  more; 

^  Yc  Mufes,  mourn  ;  ye  chambermaids,  deplore. 

Unhappy  Shock  !  yet  more  unhappy  Fair, 

Doom'd  to  furvive  thy  joy  and  only  care  ! 

Thy  wretched  iingers  now  no  more  (hall  deck. 

And  tie  the  favourit-e  rihband  round  his  ncclr.  ; 

No  more  thy  hand  fliall  fmooth  his  glofly  hair. 

And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 

Yet  ceafc  thy  flowing  grief,  forfaken  maid  ; 

All  mortal  pleafures  in  a  moment  fade  ; 

Our  fureil  hope  is  in  an  hour  deftroyM  ; 

And  love,  beft  gift  of  Heaven,  not  long  enjoy'd, 

Methinks  I  fee  her  frantic  with  defpair, 
Her  llreaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  flowing  hair  ; 
Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  beflirow, 
And  her  torii  fan  gives  reiil  figns  of  woe. 
Hence  Superilition,  that  tormenting  gueil, 
Tliat  haunts  with  fancy'd  fears  the  coward  breafl ; 
No  dread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  trefles  rend. 
Though  certain  omens  oft'  forewarn  a  Hate, 
And  dying  lions  fliow  the  monarch's  fate  ; 
Why  fliould  fuch  fears  bid  Caelia's  forrow  rife  ? 
For,  when  a  lap-dog  falls,  no  lover  dies. 

Vol.  XXXVL  i>  Ceafc. 
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Ceafe,  Caelia,  ceafe  ;  reftrain  thy  flowing  tears. 
Some  warmer  paflion  will  dilpel  thy  cares. 
In  man  you'll  find  a  more  fubftantial  blifs, 
More  grateful  toying,  and  a  fweeter  kifs. 

He's  dead.     Oh  lay  him  gently  in  the  ground ! 
And  may  his  tomb  be  by  this  verfe  renown'd : 
"  Here  Shock,  the  pride  of  all  his  kind,  is  laid : 
«  Who  fawn'd  like  man,  but  ne'er  like  man  betray 'd.' 
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3WEET  \VILLL-\M'S   FAREWELL  TO  BLACK- 
EYED  SUSAN. 

A    L  L  In  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  mooiM, 
•^  ^    The  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind, 
When  black-ey'd  Sufan  came  aboard. 
Oh  !  where  (hall  I  my  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  failors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  the  cre^T, 

William,  who  high  upon  the  yard 

Rock'd  with  the  billow  to  and  fro. 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard, 
He  figh'd,  and  caft  his  eyes  below  : 
The  cord  Aides  fwiftly  through  his  glowing  handsj 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  the  deck  he  ilands. 

So  the  fweet  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air. 
Shuts  clofe  his  pinions  to  his  breall 
(If  chance  his  mate's  fhrill  call  he  hear), 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  neft. 
The  nobleft  Captain  In  the  Britifh  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  thofe  kiflfes  fweet. 

S  z  O  Sufan« 
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O  Sufan,  Sufan,  lovely  dear, 

My  vows  fhall  ever  true  remain  ; 
Let  me  kifs  off'  that-falling  tear  ; 
We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds  ;  my  heart  fhall  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  ftill  points  to  thee. 
Believe  not  what  the  landmen  fay. 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  mind. 
They'll  tell  thee,  failors,  when  away. 
In  every  port  a  miftrefs  find  : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo, 
For  thou  art  prefent  wherefoe'er  I  go. 
If  to  fair  India's  coaft  we  fail. 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  diamonds  bright. 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  fpicy  gale, 
Thy  {\un  is  ivory  fo  white. 
Thus  every  beauteous  objedl  that  I  view, 
Wakes  in  my  foul  fome  charm  of  lovely  Sue, 
Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn  ; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet,  fafe  from  harms, 
WiUiam  fhall  to  his  Dear  return. 
Love  turns  afide  the  balls  that  round  me  fly. 
Left  precious  tears  fliould  drop  from  Sufan's  eye. 
The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 

The  fails  their  fwelling  bofom  fpread  ; 
No  longer  muft  ftie  ftay  aboard : 

They  kifs'd,  flie  figh'd,  he  hung  his  head. 
Her  IciTcning  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land  : 
Adieu  •'  ftie  cries ;  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 

A    B  A  L^ 
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A  BALLAD, 

FROM   THE  WHAT-D  YE-CALL-IT. 

'Tp  W  A  S  when  the  feas  were  roaring- 

"^     With  hollow  blafts  of  wind  j 
A  damfel  lay  deploring, 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  foaming  billows 

She  caft  a  willful  look  ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willows, 

That  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 

Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over. 

And  nine  long  tedious  days. 
Why  didil  thou,  venturous  lover, 

Wliy  didll  thou  trufl  tlie  feas  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  cruel  Ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft  : 
Ah  !   what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  within  my  breaft  ? 

The  merchant,  robb'd  of  plcafure,     - 

Sees  tempefts  in  defpair  ; 
But  what's  the  lofs  of  treafure, 

To  lofing  of  my  dear  ? 
Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow, 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden. 

But  none  that  loves  you  fo. 

S    z  lluv^ 
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How  can  they  fay  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rocks  difcover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep, 
To  wreck  the  wandering  lover. 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  Ihe  for  her  dear ; 
Repay'd  each  blaft  with  fighing. 

Each  billow  with  a  tear ; 
When  o'er  the  white  wave  ftooping. 

His  floating  corpfe  fhe  fpy'd  ; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping. 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  dy'd. 


THE 

LAD  Y'S     LAMENTATION*. 
A        BALLAD. 

PH  Y  L  L I D  A,  that  lov'd  to  dream 
In  the  grove,  or  by  the  ftream  5 
Sigh'd  on  velvet  pillow. 
What,  alas  !  Ihould  hll  her  head. 
But  a  fountain,  or  a  mead, 
Water  and  a  willow  ? 

Love 
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Love  in  cities  never  dwells, 
He  delights  in  rural  cells 

Which  fvveet  woodbine  covers. 
What  are  your  afTembhes  then  ? 
There,  'tis  true,  we  fee  more  men  ; 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 

Oh,  how  changed  the  profpeft  grows ! 
Flocks  and  herds  to  fops  and  beaux. 

Coxcombs  without  number  ! 
Moon  and  liars  that  fhone  fo  bright. 
To  the  torch  and  waxen  light, 

And  whole  nights  at  ombre. 

Pleafant  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear, 

Ev'n  of  our  own  mothers  ; 
In  the  chit-chat  of  the  day. 
To  us  is  pay'd,  when  we're  away. 

What  we  lent  to  others. 

Though  the  favourite  Toaft  I  reign  ; 
Wine,  they  fay,  that  prompts  the  vain, 

Heightens  defamation. 
Mull  I  live  *twixt  fpite  and  fear. 
Every  day  grow  handfomer. 

And  lofe  my  reputation  ? 

Thus  the  fair  to  fighs  gave  way, 
Her  empty  purfe  befide  her  lay. 

Nymph,  ah  !   ceafe  thy  forrow. 
Though  curfl  fortune  frown  to-night, 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight. 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 

S  4  DAMON 
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DAMON     AND     CUPID. 
A       SONG. 

'T^  H  E  fun  was  now  withdrawn, 
-*-      The  fhepherds  home  were  fped  ; 
The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawn 

Her  filver  mantle  fpread  ; 
When  Damon  ftay'd  behind. 

And  faunter'd  in  the  grove. 
Will  ne'er  a  nymph  be  kind. 

And  give  me  love  for  love  ? 

Oh  !   thofe  were  golden  hours. 

When  Love,  devoid  of  cares. 
In  all  Arcadia's  bowers 

Lodg'd  fwains  and  nymphs  by  pairs  ; 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 

Flies  every  fprightly  lafs  ; 
No  joys  for  me  remain. 

In  fhades,  or  on  the  grafs. 

The  winged  boy  draws  near. 

And  thus  the  fwain  reproves  : 
While  Beauty  revel'd  here, 

My  game  lay- in  the  groves  5 
At  court  I  never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows  5 
Men  fall  as  thick  as  hail. 

And  maidens  love  like  fparrows. 

-    >.  Then, 
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Then,  fwain,  if  me  you  need, 

Straight  lay  your  flieep-hook  down  ; 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed, 

And  hafhe  away  to  town. 
So  well  I'm  known  at  court, 

None  aflvs  where  Cupid  dwells  ; 
But  readily  refort 

To  Bellenden's  or  Lepell's. 


DAPHNIS     AND     CHLOE. 


A       SONG. 

"pv  A  P  H  N  I  S  ftood  penfive  in  the  fhade, 
"^"^     Witli  arms  acrofs,  and  head  reclined ; 
Pale  looks  accus'd  the  cruel  maid. 

And  fighs  reliev'd  his  love-fick  mind  : 
His  tuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay  ; 
Looks,  fighs,  and  a6lions,  feem'd  to  fay. 

My  Chloe  is  unkind. 

Why  ring  the  woods  with  warbling  throats  ? 

Ye  larks,  ye  linnets,  ceafe  your  ilrains ; 
I  faintly  hear  in  your  fweet  notes 

My  Chloe's  voice  that  wakes  my  pains  : 
Yet  why  fliould  you  your  fong  forbear  ? 
Your  mates  delight  your  fong  to  hear ; 

But  Chloe  mine  difdains. 

At 
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As  thus  he  melancholy  flood, 

Dejedled  as  the  lonely  dove, 
Sweet  founds  broke  gently  through  the  wood. 

I  feel  the  found  ;  my  heart-ftrlngs  move. 
'Twas  not  the  nightingale  that  fung  ; 
No.     'Tis  my  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue. 

Hark,  hark,  what  fays  my  love  ? 

How  foohfh  is  the  nymph  (fhe  cries) 
Who  trifles  with  her  lover's  pain  I 

Nature  ftill  fpeaks  in  woman's  eyes, 
Our  artful  lips  were  made  to  feign, 

O  Daphnis,  Daphnis,  'twas  my  pride, 

'Twas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny'd  ; 
Come  back,  dear  youth,  again. 

As  t'other  day  my  hand  he  feiz'd, 
My  blood  with  thrilling  motion  flew ; 

Sudden  I  put  on  looks  difpleas'd. 
And  hafty  from  his  hold  withdrew, 

'Twas  fear  alone,  thou  fimple  fwain  ; 

Then  hadfl  thou  preft  my  hand  again, 
My  heart  had  yielded  too  ! 

'Tis  true,  thy  tuneful  reed  I  blam'd. 
That  fwell'd  thy  lip  and  rofy  cheek  ; 

Think  not  thy  flvill  in  fong  defam'd. 
That  lip  fhould  other  pleafures  feek  : 

Much,  much  thy  mufic  I  approve  ; 

Yet  break  thy  pipe,  for  more  I  love, 
Much  more  to  hear  thee  fpeak. 


My 
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My  heart  forbodes  that  I'm  betray'd, 

Daphnis,  I  fear,  is  ever  gone  ; 
Laft  night  with  Deh'a's  dog  he  play'd. 

Love  by  fuch  trifles  firil  comes  on. 
Now,  now,  dear  fhepherd,  come  away. 
My  tongue  would  now  my  heart  obey. 

Ah,  Chloe,  thou  art  won  ! 

The  youth  ftepp'd  forth  with  hafty  pace,, 
And  found  where  wifhing  Chloe  lay  ; 

Shame  fudden  lighten'd  in  her  face, 
Confus'd,  fhe  knew  not  what  to  fay. 

At  lafl:,  in  broken  words,  fhe  cr)''d  ; 

To-morrow  you  in  vain  had  try'd. 
But  I  am  loft  to-day  ! 

THE 

COQUETTE  MOTHER   and   DAUGHTER. 

A        SONG. 

A  T  the  clofe  of  the  day, 
'^  -*■  When  the  bean-flower  and  hay 

Breath'd  odours  in  every  wind  ; 
Love  enliven'd  the  veins 
Of  the  damfels  and  fwains  ; 

Each  glance  and  each  action  was  kind. 

Molly,  wanton  and  free, 
Kifs'd,  and  fate  on  each  knee. 
Fond  ecftafy  fwam  in  her  eye«. 

Sec, 
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See,  thy  mother  is  near ; 
Hark  !  fhe  calls  thee  to  hear 

What  age  and  experience  advife. 

Haft  thou  feen  the  blithe  dove 
Stretch  her  neck  to  her  love, 

All  glofly  with  purple  and  gold  ? 
If  a  kifs  he  obtain. 
She  returns  it  again  : 

What  follows,  you  need  not  be  told. 

Look  ye,  mother,  fhe  cry'd. 
You  inftruft  me  in  pride. 

And  men  by  good-manners  are  won. 
She  who  trifles  with  all 
Is  lefs  likely  to  fall 

Than  fhe  who  but  trifles  with  one, 

Pr'ythee,  Molly,  be  wife, 
Left  by  fudden  furprife 

Love  fliould  tingle  in  every  vein  : 
Take  a  fliepherd  for  life, 
And  when  once  you're  a  wife. 

You  fafely  may  trifle  again. 

Molly  fmiling  replyMy 
Then  I'll  foon  be  a  bride  ; 

Old  Roger  has  gold  in  his  cheft. 
But  I  thought  all. you  wives 
Chofe  a  man  for  your  lives, 

And  trifled  no  more  with  the  reft. 


MOLLY 
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MOLLY        MOG: 

OR,       THE 

FAIR     MAID     OF     THE     INN. 

A        BALLAD.* 

O  A  Y  S  my  uncle,  I  pray  you  difcover 

What  hath  been  the  caufe  of  your  woes ; 
Why  you  pine  and  you  whine  like  a  lover  ! 
— I  have  feen  Molly  Mog  of  the  Rofe. 

0  nephew  !  your  grief  is  but  folly, 
In  town  you  may  find  better  prog  ; 

Half  a  crown  there  will  get  you  a  Molly, 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog. 

1  know  that  by  wits  'tis  recited 

That  women  are  bell  at  a  clog  ; 
But  I  am  not  fo  eafily  frighted 

From  loving  of  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
The  fchool-boy's  defire  is  a  play-day  ; 

The  fchool-mafter's  joy  is  to  flog  ; 
The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day  ; 

But  mine  is  on  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

*  This  ballad  was  written  on  an  inn-keeper's  daughter  at 
Oakingham  in  Berkfhire,  who  in  her  youth  was  a  celebrated 
beauty  and  toaft  :  ilie  lived  to  a  veiy  advanced  age,  dying  fo  lately 
as  the  month  of  March,  1766. — See  the  New  Foundling  Hofpital 
for  Wit,  Vol.  V.  p.  4.5. 

Will- 
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Will-a-wifp  leads  the  traveller  gadding 

Through  ditch,  and  through  quagmire,  and  bog; 
-But  no  light  can  fet  me  a-madding 

Like  the  eyes  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
Per  guineas  in  other  men's  breeches 

Your  gamefters  will  palm  and  will  cog ; 
But  I  envy  them  none  of  their  riches, 

So  I  may  win  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
The  heart  when  half  wounded  is  changing. 

It  here  and  there  leaps  like  a  frog ; 
But  my  heart  can  never  be  ranging, 

'Tis  fo  fix'd  upon  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
Who  follows  all  ladies  of  pleafure, 

In  pleafure  is  thought  but  a  hog  ; 
All  the  fex  cannot  give  fo  good  meafurc 

Of  joys,  as  my  fweet  Molly  Mog, 
I  feel  I'm  in  love  to  diftraftion, 

My  fenfes  all  loft  in  a  fog  ; 
And  nothing  can  give  fatisfaftion 

But  thinking  of  fweet  Molly  Mog, 
A  letter  when  I  am  inditing. 

Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  jog. 
And  I  fiU  all  the  paper  with  writing 

Of  nothing  but  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
If  I  would  not  give  up  the  three  Graces, 

I  wifli  I  were  hang'd  like  a  dog, 
And  at  court  all  the  drawing-room  faces. 

For  a  glance  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Thofc 


SONGS    AND    BALLADS.         *7i 

Thofe  faces  want  nature  and  fpirlt, 

And  feem  as  cut  out  of  a  log  : 
Juno,  Venus,  and  Pallas's  merit. 

Unite  in  my  fvveet  Molly  Mog. 

Thofe  who  toaft  all  the  Family  Royal, 

In  bumpers  of  Hogan  and  Nog, 
Have  hearts  not  more  true  or  more  loyal 

Than  mine  to  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Were  Virgil  alive  with  his  Phyllis, 

And  writing  anoth.er  Eclogue  ; 
Both  his  Phyllis  and  fair  Amarj'llis 

He'd  give  up  for  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

When  fhe  fmiles  on  each  gueft,  hke  her  liquor, 

Then  jealoufy  fets  me  agog  ; 
To  be  fure  fhe's  a  bit  for  the  Vicar, 

And  fo  I  fhaU  lofe  Molly  Mog. 


BALLAD. 

/^F  all  the  girls  that  e'er  were  feen, 
^^^  There's  none  fo  fine  as  Nelly, 
For  charming  face,  and  fhape,  and  mien, 

And  what's  not  fit  to  tell  ye  : 
Oh !  the  turn'd  neck,  and  fmooth  white  fldn, 

Of  lovely  dearefl  Nelly  I 
For  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been 

Had  fhe  ne'er  been  at  Calal-. 

For 
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For  when  as  Nelly  came  to  France 

(Invited  by  her  coufins), 
Acrofs  the  Tuilleries  each  glance 

KilPd  Frenchmen  by  whole  dozens. 
The  king,  as  he  at  dinner  fat, 

Did  beckon  to  his  hiiflar, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  tabby  cat. 

For  charming  Nell  to  bufs  her. 

The  ladies  were  with  rage  provokM, 

To  fee  her  fo  refpefted  ; 
The  men  look'd  arch,  as  Nelly  ftrok'd, 

And  pufs  her  tail  erected. 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ, 

Except  on  pretty  Nelly  ; 
Then  faid  the  Duke  de  Villeroy, 

"  Ah  !  qu'elle  eil  bien  joHe  !" 

But  who's  that  great  philofopher. 

That  carefully  looks  at  her  ? 
By  his  concern  it  fliould  appear. 

The  fair-one  is  his  daughter. 
Ma  foy  !  (quoth  then  a  courtier  fly) 

He  on  his  child  does  leer  too  : 
1  wifh  he  has  no  mind  to  try 

What  fome  papa's  will  here  do. 

The  courtiers  all,  with  one  accord. 

Broke  out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
Admir'd  her  rofe,  and  lys  fans  farde^ 

(Which  are  your  ternui  Fran^o'ijts), 

6  Then 
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?rhcn  might  you  fee  a  painted  ring 

Of  dames  that  Hood  by  Nelly  ; 
-She  like  the  pride  of  all  the  Springs 

And  they,  like  Fleurs  de  Palais, 

Jn  Marli's  gardens,  and  St.  Clou, 

I  faw  -this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  fliamelefs  nymphs,  exposM  to  view. 

Stand  -naked  in  each  allee  : 
But  Venus  had  a  brazen  face 

Both  at  Vcrfailles  and  Meiidon, 
Or  fife  (lie  had  refign'd  her  place^ 

And  left  the  ftone  fhe  Hood  on. 
Were  Nelly's  figure  mounted  there, 

'Twould  put  down  all  th'  Italian  : 
Lord  !  how  thofe  foreigners  would  flare  1 

But  I  fhould  turn  Pygmalion  : 
For,  fpite  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mien^ 

Me  nothing  can  delight  fo. 
As  does  that  part  that  lies  between 

Hffi-  left -toe  aud  her  right-toe. 

A        BALLAD 

ON        CLUADRILLE. 

"W^VT  H  E  N  as  corruption  hence  did  go-, 

^  And  left  the  nation  free  ; 

When  Ay  faid  ay,  and  No  faid  no. 

Without  or  place  or  fee  ; 
Then  Satan,  thinking  things  went  ill. 
Sent  forth  his  fpirit  call'd  Quadrille. 

Quadrille,  Quadrille,  Sec* 
Y«4,  XXXYL  T  Kitigf,^ 
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Kings,  queens,  and  knaves,  made  up  his  pack> 

And  four  fair  fuits  he  wore  ; 
His  troops  they  were  with  red  and  black    . 

All  blotch'd  and  fpotted  o'er  ; 
And  every  houfe,  go  where  you  will,     - 
Is  haunted  by  this  imp  Quadrille,  &c. 

Sure  cards  he  has  for  every  thing, 
Which  well  court-cards  they  name. 

And,  ftatefman-like,  calls  in  the  king, 
To  help  out  a  bad  game  ; 

But,  if  the  parties  manage  ill. 

The  king  is  forc'd  to  lofe  Codille,  &c. 

When  two  and  two  were  met  of  old. 
Though  they  ne'er  meant  to  marry. 

They  were  in  Cupid's  books  enroU'd, 
And  call'd  a  Partie  Quarree  ; 

But  now,  meet  when  and  where  you  will, 

A  Partie  Quarree  is  Quadrille,  &c. 

The  commoner,  and  knight,  and  peer. 

Men  of  all  ranks  and  fame. 
Leave  to  their  wives  the  only  care 

To  propagate  their  name  ; 
And  \vell  that  duty  they  fulhl. 
When  the  good  hufband's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

When  patients  lie  in  piteous  cafe. 

In  comes  th'  Apothecaiy  ; 
And  to  the  Dodlor  cries,  Alas ! 

Non  debes  ^adrillare  : 

6  The 
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The  patient  dies  without  a  pill  : 

J'or  why  ?  the  Doctor's  at  Qu^adrille,  &:c. 

iShouId  France  and  Spain  again  grow  loud, 

The  Mufcovite  grow  louder  ; 
Britain,  to  curb  her  neighbours  proud, 

Would  want  both  ball  and  powder  ; 
Muft  want  both  fword  and  gun  to  kill : 
For  why  ?  the  General's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

The  King  of  late  drew  forth  his  fword 

(Thank  God  'twas  not  in  wrath), 
And  ma.de,  of  many  a  'fquire  and  lord, 

Ah  unwafh'd  Knight  of  Bath  : 
What  are  their  feats  of  arms  and  fl^ill  ? 
They're  but  nine  parties  at  Quadrille,  i<.c, 

A  party  late  at  Cambray  met. 

Which  drew  all  Europe's  eyes  ; 
'Tvvas  call'd  in  Poft-Boy  and  Gazette 

The  Quadruple  Allies  ; 
But  fomebody  took  fomething  ill, 
So  broke  this  party  at  Quadrille,  £cc. 

And  now  God  fave  this  noble  realm, 

And  God  fave  eke  Hanover  ; 
And  God  fave  thofe  who  hold  the  liclmj 

When  as  the  King  goes  over  ; 
But  let  the  King  go  where  he  will, 
His  fubjeds  mull  play  at  Quadrille, 

Quadrille,  Qu^adrille,  &c. 

T  2  A     N  E  \V 


C     ^76     1 

A        NEW        SONG 
OF     NEW     SIMILES. 

MY  paflion  is  as  muftard  ftrong; 
I  fit  all  fober  fad  ; 
!Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long. 
Or  like  a  March-hare  mad. 

Round  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow ; 

I  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her  ; 
For,  though  as  drunk  as  David's  fow, 

I  love  her  ilill  the  better. 

Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I'd  be. 

If  Molly  w^ere  but  kind  ; 
Cool  as  a  cucumber,  could  fee 

The  reft  of  womankind. 

Like  a  ftuck-pig  I  gaping  ftare. 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  fighs  and  care. 

Sleek  as  a  moufe  before. 

Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known, 

And  foft  as  filk  my  llcin, 
My  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown  i 

But  as  a  groat  now  thin  I 

J,  melancholy  as  a  cat, 

Am  kept  awake  to  weep  ; 
But  fhe,  infenfible  of  that, 

&Q.U&d  as  a  top  can  Heep. 


Har4 
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Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  flone, 

She  laughs  to  fee  me  pale  ; 
And  merry  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brifk  as  bottled-ale. 

The  God  of  Love  at  her  approack 

Is  bufy  as  a  bee  ; 
Hearts,  found  as  any  bell  or  roach, 

Are  fmit  and  ligh  like  me. 

Ay  me  !  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail. 

The  fine  men  crowd  about  her  ; 
But  foon  as  dead  as  a  door-nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Straight  as  my  leg  her  ftiape  appears ; 

O  were  we  join'd  together  ! 
My  heart  would  be  fcot-free  from  cares, 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 

As  fine  as  five-pence  is  her  mien, 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter ; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  razor  keen, 

And  not  the  fun  is  brighter. 

As  foft  as  pap  her  kifles  are, 

Methinks  I  tafte  them  yet ; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair, 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet : 

As  fmooth  as  glafs,  as  white  as  curds, 

Her  pretty  hand  invites ; 
Sharp  as  a  needle  are  her  words ; 

Her  wit,  like  pepper,  bit^s : 

T  3  Bri/k 
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Briflc  as  a  body-loufe  (he  trips, 

Clean  as  a  penny  drell ; 
Sweet  as  a  rofe  her  breath  and  lips, 

Round  as  the  globe  her  breaft. 

Full  as  an  kgg  was  I  with  glee  ; 

And  happy  as  a  king. 
Good  Lord  !  how  all  men  envy'd  me  ! 

She  lov'd  like  any  thing. 

But,  falfe  as  hell !  fhe,  like  the  wind, 

Chang'd^  as  her  fex  muft  do  ; 
Though  feeming  as  the  turtle  kind. 

And  like  the  gofpel  true. 

If  I  and  Molly  coiJd  agree, 

Let  who  would  take  Peru  ! 
Great  as  an  emperor  fhould  I  be. 

And  richer  than  a  Jew. 

Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick, 

I'm  dull  as  any  poft  ; 
Let  us,  like  burs,  together  flick. 

And  warm  as  any  toaft. 

You'll  know  me  truer  than  a  dyCy 

And  wifh  miie  better  fped  ; 
Plat  as  a  flounder  when  I  lie, 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 

Sure  as  a  gun,  flie'll  drop  a  tear, 

And  figh  perhaps,  and  wifh, 
When  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear, 

And  mute  as  any  fifb. 

N  E  Ww 
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NEWGATE'S     GARLAND: 

BEING 

A      NEW       BALLAD, 

SHEWING 

How  Mr.  Jonathan  Wild's  Throat  was  cut  from  Ear 
to  Ear  with  a  Penknife,  by  Mr.  Blake,  alias  Blue- 
skin,  the  Bold  Highwayman,  as  he  ftoud  at  his  Trfal 
in  the  Old-Bailey,  1725. 

To  the  Tune  of,  *'  The  Cut-purfc." 

'XT'E  gallants  of  Newgate,  whofe  fingers  are  nice, 

In  diving  in  pockets,  or  cogging  of  dice  ; 
Ye  (harpers  fo  rich,  who  can  buy  off  the  noofe  ; 
Ye  honefter  poor  rogues,  who  die  In  your  fhoes ; 

Attend  and  draw  near, 

Good  news  you  fliall  hear. 

How  Jonathan's  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to  car; 
How  Blue-flvin's  fliarp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafc. 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob.  If  he  pleafe. 

When  to  the  Old-Bailey  this  Blue-flvln  was  led, 
He  held  up  his  hand,  his  indiftment  was  read, 
L.oud  rattled  his  chains,  near  him  Jonathan  flood. 
For  full  forty  pounds  was  the  price  of  his  blood. 

Then,  hopelefs  of  life. 

He  drew  his  penknife, 

And  made  a  fad  widow  of  Jonathan's  wife. 

T  4  But 
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But  forty  pounds  paid  her,  her  grief  fhall  appeafc. 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe^ 

Some  fay  there  are  courtiers  of  higheil  renown, 
Who  fleal  the  King's  gold,  and  leave  him  but  a  crown-j 
Som.e  fay  there  are  peers,  and  fome  parliament-mCn, 
■  Who  meet  once  a  year,  to  rob  courtiers  again : 

Let  them  all  take  their  fwing. 

To  pillage  the  King, 

And  get  a  blue-ribbon  inftead  of  a  ftring. 
NoMT  Blue-fkin's  (harp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  C3(«, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

Knaves  of  old,  to  hide  guilt  by  their  cunning  inventrdiBS^ 
Call'd  briberies  grants,  and  plain  robberies  penfions  ; 
Phyficians  and  lawyers  (who  take  their  degrees 
To  be  learned  rogues)  call'd  their  pilfering,  fees  : 

Since  this  happy  day. 

Now  everj^  man  may 

Rob  (as  fafe  as  in  office)  upon  the  highway. 
Tor  Blue-dvin's  fliarp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe , 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

Some  cheat  In  the  cuftoms,  fome  rob  the  exclfe, 
But  he  who  robs  both  is  eileemed  moft  wife. 
Church-wardens,  too  prudent  to  hazard  the  haltCF, 
As  yet  only  venture  to  fteal  frojn  tlie  altar  : 

But  now  to  get  gold, 

They  may  be  more  bold. 

And  rob  on  the  highway,  fince  Jonathan's  col^. 
For  Blue-iliin's  /harp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe. 
And  every  m^n  round  ifie  may  rob,  if  he  pKafe> 

MLSCEL- 
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PROLOGUE, 

DESIGNED    FOR    THE 

PASTORAL    TRAGEDY     OF     DIONE. 

np  HERE  was  a  time  ( O  were  thofe  days  rene\^>'d  J ) 
"*■     Ere  tyrant-laws  had  woman's  will  fubdued  ; 
Then  Nature  ruPd ;  and  Love,  devoid  of  art. 
Spoke  the  confenting  language  of  the  heart. 
Love  uncontrol'd  !   infipid,  poor  delight  I 
'Tis  the  rellraint  that  whets  our  appetite. 
Behold  the  beads  who  range  the  forefts  free  ; 
Behold  the  birds  who  fly  from  tree  to  tree  ; 
In  their  amours  fee  Nature's  power  appear ! 
And  do  they  love  ?  Yes— one  month  in  the  year. 
Were  thefe  the  pleafures  of  the  golden  reign  ? 
And  did  free  Nature  thus  inftruct  the  fwain  ? 
I  envy  not,  ye  nymphs,  your  amorous  bowers  : 
Such  harmlefs  fwains  ! — I'm  e'en  content  with  ours. 
But  yet  there's  fomething  in  thefe  fylvan  fcenes. 
That  tells  our  fancy  what  the  lover  means. 
Name  but  the  moffy  bank,  and  moon-light  grove, 
-Is  there  a  heart  that  does  not  beat  with  love  i 

To* 
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To-niglit  we  treat  you  with  fuch  country-fare  : 
Then  for  your  lover's, fake  our  author  fpare. 
He  draws  no  Hemfkirk  boors,  or  home-bred  clowns, 
But  the  foft  fhepherds  of  Arcadia's  downs. 

When  Paris  on  the  three  his  judgment  pafs'd ; 
I  hope,  you'll  own  the  fhepherd  fhew'd  his  tafle  : 
And  Jove,  all  know,  was  a  good  judge  of  beauty. 
Who  rnade  the  nymph  CaKfto  break  her  duty  ; 
Then  was  the  countiy-nymph  no  aukward  thing. 
See  what  llrange  revolutions  time  can  bring ! 

Yet  Hill  methinks  an  author's  fate  I  dread, 
Were  it  not  fafer  beaten  paths  to  tread 
Of  Tragedy  ;  than  o'er  wide  heaths  to  flray, 
And  feeking  ftrange  adventures  lofe  his  way  ? 
No  trumpet's  clangor  makes  his  heroine  ftart, 
And  tears  the  foldier  from  her  bleeding  heart. 
He,  foolifh  bard  !  nor  pomp  nor  fhow  regards. 
Without  the  witnefs  of  a  hundred  guards 
His  lovers  figh  their  vows. — If  fleep  fhould  take  yc, 
He  has  no  battle,  no  loud  drum  to  wake  ye. 
What,  no  fuch  fhifts  ?  there's  danger  in't,  'tis  true  ; 
Yet  fpare  him,  as  he  gives  you  fomething  new. 


A    CON- 


A 

CONTEMPLATION" 

O    N 

NIGHT. 

"V\7  HETHE  R  amid  the  gloom  of  night  I  flray, 
.  Or  my  glad  eyes  enjoy  revolving  day, 

Still  Nature's  various  face  informs  my  fenfe, 
Of  an  all-wife,  all-powerful  Providence. 

When  the  gay  fun  lirft  breaks  the  fhades  of  night. 
And  ftrikcs  the  diftant  eaftern  hills  with  light. 
Colour  returns,  the  plains  their  livery  wear. 
And  a  bright  verdure  clothes  the  fmiling  year ; 
The  blooming  flowers  with  opening  beauties  glow. 
And  graz,ing_  flocks  their  milky  fleeces  fliow  ; 
The  barren  cliffs  with  chalky  fronts  arife, 
And  a  pure  azure  arches  o'er  the  fl^ies. 
But,  when  the  gloomy  reign  of  Night  returns, 
Stript  of  her  fading  pride  all  nature  mourns  : 
The  trees  no  more  their  wonted  verdure  boail, 
But  weep  in  dewy  tears  their  beauty  loft  : 
No  diftant  landfcapes  draw  our  curious  eyes  ; 
Wrapt  in  Night's  robe  the  whole  creation  lies. 
Yet  Hill,  e'en  now,  while  darknefs  clothes  the  land. 
We  view  the  traces  of  th'  Almighty  hand  ; 
Millions  of  ftars  in  heaven's  wide  vault  appear. 
And  with  new  glories  hangs  the  boundlefs  fphere  : 
The  filver  moon  her  weftern  couch  forfakes. 
And  o'er  the  fliies  her  nightly  circle  makes ; 

Her 
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Her  folid  globe  beats  back  the  funny  rays. 
And  to  the  world  her  borrowed  light  repays. 

Whether  thofe  ftars,  that  twinkling  luftre  fend. 
Are  funs,  and  rolling  worlds  thofe  funs  attend, 
Man  may  conjefture,  and  new  fchemes  declare  <; 
Yet  all  his  fyftems  but  conjeftures  are. 
But  this  we  know,  that  heaven's  eternal  King, 
Who  bade  this  univerfe  from  nothing  fpring. 
Can  at  his  word  bid  numerous  worlds  appear, 
And  rifmg  worlds  th'  all-powerful  word  ihall  h^^ 

When  to  the  weftern  main  the  fun  defcends. 
To  other  lands  a  rifmg  day  he  lends  ; 
The  fpreading  dawn  another  fhepherd  fpies, 
The  wakeful  flocks  from  their  warm  folds  arifc-.; 
Refrefh'd,  the  peafant  feeks  his  early  toil. 
And  bids  the  plough  correct  the  fallow  foil. 
While  we  in  fleep's  embraces  wafte  the  night. 
The  climes  oppos'd  enjoy  meridian  light : 
And  when  thofe  lands  the  bufy  fun  forfakes, 
With  us  again  the  rofy  morning  wakes  ; 
In  lazy  fleep  the  night  rolls  fwift  away. 
And  neither  clime  laments  his  abfent  ray. 

When  the  pure  foul  is  from  the  body  flown, 
No  more  fliall  Night's  alternate  reign  be  known  : 
The  fun  no  more  fliall  rolling  light  befl:ow, 
But  from  th'  Almighty  ilreams  of  glory  flow. 
Oh,  may  fome  nobler  thought  my  foul  employ. 
Than  empty,  tranfient,  fublunary  joy  ! 
The  liars  fhall  drop,  the  fun  fliall  lofe  his  flame ; 
But  thou,  O  GOD,  for  ever  fliine  the  fame. 

A  THOUGHT 
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THOUGHT' 

o  » 

ETERNITY. 

"I?  R  E  die  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid, 
-*--'   Ere  kindling  light  th'  Almighty  word  obeyM, 
Thou  wert ;  and  when  the  fubterraneous  flame 
Shall  burft  its  prifon,  and  devour  this  frame, 
From  angry  heaven  when  the  keen  lightning  flies. 
When  fervent  heat  difTolves  the  melting  fliies. 
Thou  ftill  flialt  be  ;  ilill  as  thou  wert  before. 
And  know  no  change,  when  Time  fliall  be  no  more. 
O  endlefs  thought !  divine  Eternity  ! 
Th'  immortal  foul  fliares  but  a  part  of  thee  ; 
For  thou  wert  prefent  when  our  life  began, 
When  the  warm  dull  fliot  up  in  breathing  man. 

Ah  !  what  is  life  ?  with  ills  encompafs'd  round, 
Amidft  our  hopes.  Fate  flirikes  the  fudden  wound : 
To-day  the  Ilatcfman  of  new  honour  dreams, 
To-morrow  Death  deftroys  his  airy  fchemes  ; 
Is  mouldy  treafure  in  thy  cheft:  coniin'd  ? 
Think  all  that  treafure  thou  mu'^  leave  behind  ; 
Tliy  heir  with  Imiles  (hall  view  thy  blazon'd  hearfe. 
And  all  thy  hoards  with  lavilh  hand  difper<e. 
Should  certain  fate  th'  impending  blow  delay. 
Thy  mirth  wiU  ficken,  and  thy  bloom  decay  ; 

Thorn 
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Then  feeble  age  will  all  thy  nerves  difarm, 
Ko  more  thy  blood  its  narrow  channels  warm. 
Who  then  would  wifh  to  ftretch  this  narrow  fpan,, 
To  fuffer'life  beyond  the  date  of  man  ?      " 
The  virtuous  foul  purfues  a  nobler  aim, 
And  life  regards  but  as  a  fleeting  dream  : 
She  longs  to  wake,  and  wiflies  to  get  free, 
To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 
For,  while  the  boundlefs  theme  extends  our  thought. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  rolling  years  are  nought. 

A    N 

EPIGRAMMATIC AL  EXPOSTULATION  *. 

T?  ROM  Mohock  and  from  Hawkubite, 
"^       Good  Lord,  deliver  me  ; 
Who  wander  through  the  llreets  by  night, 
Committing  cruelty. 

They  flafh  our  fons  with  bloody  knives, 

And  on  our  daughters  fall ; 
And  if  they  ravifli  not  our  wives. 

We  have  good  luck  withal. 

Coaches  and  chairs  they  overturn, 

Nay  carts  moft  eafily  : 
Therefore  from  Gog,  and  eke  Magog,  ^ 

Good  Lord,  deliver  me  ! 

*  Annexed,  in   1712,  to  Gay's  "Wonderful  Prophecy,  &c.'' 
■«  humorous  treatife  on  the  Mohocks. 

E  P  I- 
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EPITAPH 

O    F 

B    Y     E     -     W     O    R     D    S. 

T  TERE  lies  a  round  woman,  who  thought  mighty  odd 
Ever)^  word  flie  e'er  heard  In  this  church  about  God. 
To  convince  her  of  God,  the  good  Dean  did  endeavour, 
But  flill  in  her  heart  flie  held  Nature  more  clever. 
Though  he  talk'd  much  of  virtue,  her  head  always  run 
Upon  fomething  or  other,  flie  found  better  fun. 
For  the  dame,  by  her  fklll  in  affairs  aftronomical, 
Imagin'd,  to  live  in  the  clouds  was  but  comical. 
In  this  world,  flie  defpis'd  evcr\'  foul  flie  met  here. 
And  now  fhe's  in  t'other,  flie  thinks  it  but  queer. 


MY    OWN    EPITAPH. 
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F  E  is  a  jefl:,  and  all  things  fliow  it ; 
thought  fo  once,  but  now  I  know  it. 


A  MOTTO 

FOR  THE  OPERA  OF  MUTIUS  SC^VOLA». 

X 1^  H  O  here  blames  words,  or  verfes,  fongs,  or 

'  fingers, 

Like  Mutius  Scasvola  will  burn  his  fingers. 

♦  An  opera  by  Mr.  Rolli,  performed  in  1721. 
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A  POEM. 

**  Nulla  placere  diu,  nee  vivere  carmina  poiTun^ 
«  Quai  icribuntur  aquai  potoribus." 

/^  F  happinefs  terreftrial,  and  the  fource 

!^"^  Whencehumanpleafuresflowjfing, Heavenly Mufe; 

Of  fparkling  juices,  of  th'  enlivening  grape, 

Whofe  quickening  tafte  adds  vigour  to  the  foul, 

Whofe  fovereign  power  revives  decaying  Nature,        5 

And  thaws  the  frozen  blood  of  hoary  age, 

A  kindly  warmth  diffufing  ; — youthful  fires 

Gild  his  dim  eyes,  and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 

His  wrinkled  vifage,  ghailly  wan  before  : 

Cordial  reftorative  to  mortal  man,  i# 

"With  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  beftow'd ! 

Bacchus  divine,  aid  my  adventurous  fong, 
That  nvhh  no  middle  Ji'ight  intends  to  foar  . 
Infpir'd,  fublime,  on  Pegafean  wing. 
By  thee  upborne,  I  draw  Miltonic  air.  I^ 

When  fumy  vapours  clog  our  loaded  brows 
-With  furrow'd  frowns  ;  when  ftupid,  downcail  eyes, 
Th'  external  fymptoms  of  remorfe  within, 
Exprefs  our  grief;  or  when  in  fullen  dumps. 
With  head  incumbent  on  expanded  palm,  20 

Moping  we  fit,  in  filent  forrow  drown'd : 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trepann'd 
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Tl/  unwary  youth,  and  tied  tlie  Gordiatn  knot 
Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  dilTolv'd  ; 
Worry'd  all  day  by  loud  Xantippc's  din,  25 

Who  fails  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  ftars, 
And  fix  him  there  among  the  branched  ercw 
(Taurus,  and  Aries,  and  Capricorn, 
The  grcateft  monfters  of  the  Zodiac)  : 
*Or  for  the.lofs  of  anxious  worldly  pelf,  30 

Or  Caslia*s  fcornful  flights,  and  cold  difdain, 
Which  check'd  his  amorous  flame  with  coy  repulfrv; 
The  worll  events  that  mortals  can  befall : 
By  cares  deprefs'd,  in  penfive  hyppifh  mood, 
With  flowelt  pace  the  tedious  minutes  roll.  3^ 

Thy  charming  fight,  but  much  more  charming  guft, 
New  life  incites,  and  warms  our  chilly  blood. 
Straight  with  pert  looks,  we  raife  our  drooping  fronts. 
And  pour  in  cryftal  pure,  thy  parer  juice  ;-— 
With  cheerful  countenance  and  fteady  hand  40 

Raife  it  lip-high,  then  fix  the  fpacious  rim 
To  thfi  expelling  mouth  ; — with  grateful  taftc, 
The  ebbing  wine  glides  fwiftly  o'er  the  tongue  ; 
The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies  : 
'Such  is  thy  powerful  influence,  thou  ftraight  4jp 

Difpell'fl  thofe  clouds,  that,  louring  dark,  eclips'd 
The  wliilom  glories  of  the  gladfome  face ; — 
While  dimpled  cheeks,  and  fparkhng,  rolling  eyes. 
Thy  cheering  virtues  and  thy  worth  procl^m. 
-So  mills  and  exhalations,  that  arife  j;o 

From  hills  or  Jlcamy  lake,  dujky  or  grcy^ 
Prevail ;  till  Phoebus  flieds  Titanian  rays. 
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And  paints  their  fleecy  flcirts  with  fhining  gold : 

Unable  to  refill,  the  foggy  damps, 

That  veiPd  the  furface  of  the  verdant  fields,  55 

At  the  god's  penetrating  beams  difperfe  ; 

The  earth  again  in  former  beauty  fmiles, 

In  gaudiefl  livery  dreft,  all  gay  and  clear. 

When  difappointed  Strephon  meets  repulfe, 
Scoff'd  at,  defpis'd,  in  melancholic  mood,  Co 

Joylefs  he  waftes  in  fighs  the  lazy  hours  ; 
Till,  reinforc'd  by  thy  moft  potent  aid. 
He  ftorms  the  breach,  and  wins  the  beauteous  fort. 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  bleffing, 
The  Britifii  feaman  quits  his  native  fhore,  6^ 

And  ventures  through  the  tracklefs,  deep  abyfs. 
Plowing  the  ocean,  while  the  upheav'd  oak, 
*'  With  beaked  prow,  rides  tilting  o'er  the  waves  ;** 
Shock'd  by  tempeftuous  jarring  winds,  flie  rolls 
In  dangers  imminent,  till  (he  arrives  70 

At  thofe  beft  climes  thou  favour'ft  v;ith  thy  prcfence. 
Whether  at  Lufitania's  fultry  coaft. 
Or  lofty  TenerifF,  Palma,  Ferro, 
Provence,  or  at  the  Celtiberian  fliores ; 
With  gazing  pleafure  and  aftonifliment  »j^ 

At  Paradife  {feat  of  our  ancient  fire) 
ile  thinks  himfelf  arrived  ;  the  ptirple  grapes. 
In  largeft  chillers  pendant,  grace  the  vines 
In  numerous  ;  in  fields  grotefque  and  wild 
They  with  implicit  curls  the  oak  entwine,  83 

And  load  with  fruit  divine  his  fpreading  boughs ; 
Sigh^  mgil  delicious  1  not  an  irkfome  thought| 

Or 
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Or  of  left  native  ifle,  or  abfcnt  friends, 

Or  deareft  wife,  or  tender  fucking  babe. 

His  kindly-treacherous  memor}'  now  prefentj  ;  8^ 

The  jovial  God  has  left  no  room  for  cares. 

Celeftial  liquor  !  thou  that  didfl  infpirc 
Maro  and  Flaccus,  and  the  Grecian  bard, 
With  lofty  numbers,  and  heroic  ftrains 
Unparallel'd ;  with  eloquence  profound,  ^# 

And  arguments  convi6live,  didfl  enforce 
Fam'd  Tally,  and  Demofthenes  rcnown'd : 
Ennius,  firft  fam'd  in  Latin  fong,  ifi  vain 
Drew  Heliconian  flreams,  ungrateful  whet 
To  jaded  Mufe,  and  oft*,  with  vain  attempt,  qz 

Heroic  afts,  in  flagging  numbers  dull. 
With  pains  effayM  ;  but,  abje6l  ftill  and  lovr. 
His  unrecruited  Mufe  could  never  reach 
Tlie  mighty  theme,  till,  from  the  purple  fount 
Of  bright  Lencean  fire,  her  barren  drought  103 

He  quenchM,  and  with  Infpiring  neftarous  juice 
Her  drooping  fpirits  cheer'd  ;— aloft  fhe  towers. 
Borne  on  ftiff  pennons,  and  of  war's  alarms. 
And  trophies  won,  in  lofticft  numbers  fings. 
'Tis  thou  the  hero's  bread  to  martial  a6ls,.  1 05 

And  refolution  bold,  and  ardour  brave, 
Excit' il :  thou  check'il  inglorious,  lolHng  eafe, 
And  fluggini  minds  with  generous  fires  inflam'tt. 

0  thou,  that  firft  my  quicken'd  foul  didft  warm, 
Still  with  thy  aid  aflill  me,  that  thy  praife,  no 
Thy  univerfal  fway  o'er  all  the  world, 

In  everlarting  numbers,  like  the  theme, 

1  may  record,,  and  fing  thy  matchlcfs  worth. 

^      '  U  2  H«d 
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Had  the  Oxonian  bard  thy  praife  rehearsM, 
His  Mufe  had  yet  retained  her  wonted  height ;       1 15 
Such  as  of  late  o*er  Blenheim's  field  fhe  foar'd 
Aerial :  n&w  in  Arlconlan  bogs 
She  lies  Inglorious  floundering,  like  her  theme 
Languid  and  faint,  and  on  damp  wing,  immerg'd 
In  acid  juice,  in  vain  attempts  to  rife.  1 2D 

With  what  fublimeft  joy  from  noify  town, 
At  rural  feat,  Lucretelus  retlr'd  : 
Flaccus,  untainted  by  perplexing  cares, 
Where  the  whke  poplar,  and  the  lofty  pine, 
Join  neighbouring  boughs,  fweet  hofpltable  fliade  125 
"Creating,  from  Phoebean  rays  fecure, 
A  cool  retreat,  with  few  well-chofen  friends, 
On  flowery  mead  recumbent,  fpent  the  hours 
In  mirth  Innocuous,  and  alternate  verfe  ! 
With  rofes  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths  1 3© 

Their  temples  bind^  drefs  of  fylvellrlan  gods  ! 
Cholcefl;  neftarean  juice  crown'd  largefl:  bowls. 
And  overlooked  the  brim,  alluring  light. 
Of  fragrant  fcent,  attradive,  tafl:e  divine  ! 
Whether  from  Formian-grape  deprefsM,  Falern,     135 
Or  Setin,  Maflic,  Gauran,  or  Sabine, 
Lefblan  or  Ccecuban,  the  cheering  bowl 
Mov'd  brlflcly  round,  and  fpurr'd  their  heighten^  wit 
To  fing  Msecenas'  praife,  their  patron  kind. 

But  we  not  as  our  prlfl;ine  fires  repair  140 

T*  umbrageous  grot  or  vale  ;  but,  when  the  fun 
l^'aintly  from  wefliern  (lues  his  rays  obhque 
Darts  floping,  and  to  Thetis'  watery  lap 
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Haflen-s  in  prone  career,  with  friends  felecl 

Swiftly  we  hie  to  Devil*,  young  or  old,  145 

Jocund  and  boon,  where  at  the  entrance  ftands 

A  ftripling,  who  with  fcrapcs  and  humil  cringe 

Greets  us  in  winning  fpeech,  and  accent  bland ; 

With  lighted  bound,  and  fafc,  unerring  ftep. 

He  flvips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  Hairs  :         150 

Melampus  thus,  panting  with.  lolling  tongue. 

And  wagging  tail,  gambols,  and  frifks  before 

His  fequent  lord,  from  penlive  walk  returned. 

Whether  in  fhady  wood^  or  pafture  green, 

And  waits  his  coming  at  the  well-known  gate. —   155 

Nigh  to  the  ftairs'  afcent,  ia  regal  port. 

Sits  a  majeilic  dame,  whofe  looks  denounce 

Command  and  fovereignty  ;  with  haughty  air. 

And  ftudied  mien,  in  femi  circular  throne 

EnclosM,  file  deals  around  her  dread  commands  ;    16© 

Behind  her  (dazzling  fight  !)  in  order  rang'd, 

Pile  above  pile,  cryllalline  veiTels  fhine ; 

Attendant  flaves  with  eager  ftrides  advance, 

And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud 

Words  unintelligible,  noife  confus'd  :  165 

She  knows  the  jargon  founds,  and  llrxiight  defcribcs, 

In  charafters  myfterious,  words  obfcure  j 

More  legible  are  algebraic  figns, 

Or  myilic  figures  by  magicians  drawn, 

When  they  invoke  th'  infernal  fpirits  aid.  1 70 

*  Tlie  D«vil-lavern,  Teropls-bar,  frc^uer.ted  by  his  friends. 
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Drive  hence  the  rude  and  barbarous  dlflbnanec 
Of  favage  Thracians,  and  Croatian  boors  ; 
The  loud  Centaurian  broils  with  Lapithae 
Sound  harfh  and  grating  to  Lenaean  god ; 
Chafe  brutal  feuds  of  Belgian  fkippers  hence  1 75 

(Amid  their  cups,  whofe  innate  temper's  fhewn), 
In  clumfy  fift  wielding  fcymmetrian  knife, 
.Who  flafh  each  other's  eyes  and  blubber'd  facC| 
Profaning  Bacchanalian,  folemn  rites : 
Mufic's  harmonious  numbers  better  fuit  1 8b 

.His  fellivals,  from  inftruments  or  voice, 
X)r  Gafperini's  hand  the  trembling  ftring 
.Should  touch  ;  or  from  the  duket  Tufcan  dames, 
.Or  w^arbling  Toft's  far  more  melodious  tongue, 
»Svreet  fymphonies  fhould  flow,  the  Dehan  god        1 8^ 
For  airy  Bacchus  la  affoclate  meet. 

The  flairs  afcent  now  gain'd,  our  guide  unbars 
The  door  of  fpacious  room,  and  creeking  chairs 
/((To  ear  ofFenfive)  round  the  table  fets. 
We  fit,  when  thus  his  florid  fpeech  begins  :  19O 

**  Name,  Sirs,  the  wine  that  mofl:  invites  your  tafte, 
**  Champaign,  or  Burgundy,  or  Florence  pure, 
**  Or  Hock  antique,  or  Lifbon  new  or  old, 
•*  Bourdeaux,  or  neat  French  wine,  or  Alicant." 
For  Bourdeaux  we  with  voice  unanimous  igy 

Declare  (fuch  fympathy's  in  boon  compeers). 
He  quits  the  room  alert,  but  foon  returns  j 
One  hand  capacious  glifl:ering  veflels  bears 
Refplendent ;  t'other,  with  a  grafp  fecure, 
A  bottle  (  mighty  charge  \)  upllaid;  full-fraught   200 
6  Wi^b 
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With  goodly  wine.     He,  with  extended  hand 

Rais'd  high,  pours  forth  his  fanguine  frothy  juice, 

O'erfpread  with  bubbles,  diflipated  foon  : 

Wc  Ihaight  to  arms  repair,  experienc'd  chiefs ; 

Now  glafles  clafh  with  glaffes  (charming  found  !)   ;:05 

And  glorious  Anna's  health,  the  firil,  the  beft, 

Crowns  the  full  glafs  ; — at  her  infpiring  name, 

The  fprightly  wine  refults,  and  feems  to  fmile ; 

With  hearty  zeal,  and  wifh  unanimous. 

Her  health  we  drink,  and  in  her  health  our  own.    2iq 

A  paufe  enfues  ;  and  now  with  grateful  chat 
W'  improve  the  interval ;  and  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  fouls,  pat  repartee. 
Or  witty  joke,  our  airy  fenfes  moves 
To  pleafant  laughter  ;  ftraight  the  echoing  room    2 1 5 
With  univerfal  peals  and  lliouts  refounds. 

The  royal  Dane,  bleft  con  fort  of  the  queen. 
Next  crowns  the  ruby'd  nectar,  all  whofe  blifi 
In  Anna's  plac'd  ; — with  fympathetic  flame, 
And  mutual  endearments,  all  her  joys,  220 

Like  the  kind  turtle's  pure  untainted  love, 
Centre  in  him,  who  fliares  the  grateful  hearts 
Of  loyal  fubjefts  with  his  fovereign  queen  ; 
For,  by  his  prudent  care,  united  fliores 
Were  fav'd  from  hoftile  fleets  invafion  dire.  225 

The  hero  Marlborough  next,  whofe  vail  exploits 
Fame's  clarion  founds  j  frcfli  laurels,  triumphs  new, 
We  wilh,  like  thofe  he  won  at  Hochftet's  field. 

Next  Devonfliire  illuilrious,  who  from  race 
Of  noblell  patriots  fprang,  whofe  worthy  foul         230. 
Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adorn'd> 
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That  fhone  in  his  moil  worthy  anceftors : 
For  then  diftin6l  in  feparate  breafts  were  feen 
Virtues  diftinft,  but  all  in  him  unite. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  of  the  nation's  weal  235* 

Frugal,  but  free  and  generous  of  his  own, 
Next  crowns  the  bowl  j  with  faithful  Sunderland, 
And  Halifax,  the  Mufes'  darling  fon, 
In  whom  confpicuous,  with  full  luftre,  fliin€ 
The  fureft  judgment,  and  the  brighteft  wit,  24^ 

Himfelf  Maecenas  and  a  Fkecus  too. — 
And  all  the  worthies  of  the-  Britifh  realm, 
In  order  rangM,  fucceed ;  fuch  healths  as  tinge 
The  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  guft. 

Now  each  his  miflrefs  toafts,  by  whofe  bright  eye  245 
He^s  fir'd  ;  Cofmelia  fair,  or  Dulaibell', 
Or  Sylvia,  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
Piercing  ;■  or  aiiy  Caelia,  fprightly  maid  ! — 
Infenfibly  thus  flow  unnumber'd  hours  ; 
Glafs  fucceeds  glafs,  till  the  Dircean  god  25f>- 

Shines  in  our  eyes,  and  with  his  fulgent  rays 
Enlightens  our  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye  ; 
All  blithe  and  jolly,  that,  like  Arthur's  knights, 
Of  rotund  table,  fam*d  in  old  records, 
Now  moft  we  feem'd — fuch  is  the  power  of  Wine.  255" 

Thus  we  the  winged  hours  in  harmlefs  mirth 
And  joys  unfuUy'd  pafs,  till  humid  night 
Has  half  her  race  perfonnM  ;  now  all  abroad 
Is  hufh'd  and  ftlent,  nor  the  rumbhng  noife 
Of  coach  or  cart,  or  fmoky  link-boy's  call,  26© 

Js  heard — but  univerful  iilence  reigns : 

WtitB 
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When  we  In  merry  plight,  airy  and  gay, 

Surpris'd  to  find  the  hours  fo  fwiftly  fly. 

With  hafty  knock,  or  twang  of  pendent  cord. 

Alarm  the  drowfy  youth  from  flumbering  nod  ;      265 

Startled  he  flies,  and  {tumbles  o*er  the  fl:airs 

Erroneous,  and  with  bufy  knuckles  plies 

His  yet  ckmg  eye-lids,  and  with  daggering  reel 

Enters  confus'd,  and  muttering  afl<s  our  wills ; 

When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  fcore  difcharge,      270 

And  homeward  each  his  courfe  with  fl:eady  ftep 

Unerring  fteers,  of  «are5  and  coin  bereft. 
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LAMENTATION    of    GLUMDALCLITCH 

FOR       THE 

LOSS     or     GRILDRIG*. 

A         PASTORAL. 

O  OON  as  Glumdalclitch  mifs'd  her  pleafing  care, 

^  She  wept,  flie  blubber'd,  and  fhe  tore  her  hair. 

No  Brltifh  mifs  fincerer  grief  has  known. 

Her  fquirrel  miffing,  or  her  fparrovv  flown. 

She  furl'd  her  fampler,  and  haiil'd-in  her  thread,        5 

And  ftuck  her  needle  into  Grildrig's  bed  ; 

Then  fpread  her  hands,  and  with  a  bounce  let  fall 

Her  baby,  hke  the  giant  in  Guildhall. 

In  peals  of  thunder  now  fhe  roars,  and  novr 

She  gently  whimpers  like  a  lowing  cow  ;  I  o 

Yet  lovely  in  her  forrow  ftill  appears  ; 

Her  locks  difhevePd,  and  her  flood  of  tears, 

Seem  like  the  lofty  barn  of  fome  rich  fwain, 

"When  from  the  thatch  drips  fait  a  fiiower  of  rain. 

In  vain  flie  fearch'd  each  cranny  of  the  houfe,       15 
Each  gaping  chink  impervious  to  a  moufe. 
*<  Was  it  for  this  (flie  cry'd)  with  daily  care 
**  Within  thy  reach  I  fet  the  vinegar ; 

*  In  Faulkener's  edition  this  Poem  ia  afcribed  to  Pope,  and  the 
Lilliputian  Odt  to  Aibutiinot. 

*'  And 
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**  And  flird  the  cruet  with  the  acid  tide, 

**  While  pepper-water  worms  thy  bait  fupply'd,        20 

*'  Where  twin'd  the  lilver  eel  around  thy  hook, 

"  And  all  the  httle  monflers  of  the  brook  ? 

**  Sure  in  that  lake  he  dropt :  My  Grilly's  drown'd."— 

She  dragg'd  the  cruet,  but  no  Grildrig  found. 

"  Vain  is  thy  courage,  Grilly,  vain  thy  boafl :      25 
**  But  little  creatures  enterprize  the  mod. 
**  Trembling,  Fve  feen  thee  dare  the  kitten's  paw, 
**  Nay,  mix  with  children  as  they  play'd  at  taw, 
**  Nor  fear'd  the  marbles,  as  they  bounding  flew  : 
?*  Marbles  to  them,  but  rolHng  rocks  to  you.  30 

"  Why  did  I  truft  thee  with  that  giddy  youth  ! 
'*  Who  from  a  page  can  ever  learn  the  truth  ? 
**  VersM  in  court-tricks,  that  money-loving  boy 
"  To  fome  lord's  daughter  fold  the  living  toy  j 
**  Or  rent  him  limb  from  limb  in  cruel  play,  5^ 

"  As  children  tear  the  wings  of  flics  away. 
**  From  place  to  place  o'er  Brobdingnag  I'll  roam, 
**  And  never  will  return,  or  bring  thee  home. 
**  But  who  hath  eyes  to  trace  the  paffing  wind  ? 
**  Hov/  then  thy  fairy  footileps  can  I  find  ?  40 

*'  Doft  thou  bewilder'd  wander  all  alone, 
"  In  the  green  thicket  of  a  mofly  Hone  ; 
"  Or,  tumbled  from  the  toadfliool's  flippery  round, 
*'  Perhaps  all  maim'd,  lie  groveling  on  the  ground  ? 
"  Doft  thou,  imbofom'd  in  the  lovely  rofe,  45 

"  Or  funk  within  the  peach's  down,  repofe  ? 
**  Within  the  king-cup  if  thy  limbs  are  fpread, 
*'  Or  iu  the  golden  cowflip's  velvet  head  : 

"0  ihcw 


300  CAT'S      POEI\a^S. 

•*  O  fliew  me,  Flora,  *midft  thofe  fweets,  the  flower 
**-  Where  fleeps  my  Grlldrig  in  his  fragrant  bower  !    50 

"  But  ah  !   I  fear  thy  Httle  fancy  roves 
•'  On  little  females,  and  on  little  loves ; 
"  Thy  pigmy  children,  and  thy  tiny  fpoufc,- 
**  The  baby-playthings  that  adorn  thy  houfe, 
•*•  Doors,  windows,  chimneys,  and  the  fpacious  rooms 
•*  Equal  in  fize  to  cells  of  honeycombs. 
**  Haft  thou  for  thefe  now  ventured  from  the  fhore, 
*'  Thy  bark  a  bean-fhell,  and  a  ftraw  thy  oar  ? 
"  Or  in  thy  box  now  bounding  on  the  main  ? 
'*•  Shall  I  ne'er  bear  thyfelf  a»d  houfe  again  ?  €0 

**  And  fhall  I  fet  thee  on  my  hand  no  more, 
**  To  fee  thee  leap  the  lines,  and  trav^rfe  o'er 
"  My  fpacious  palm  ?  of  llatui-e  fcarce  a  fpan, 
•*  Mimic  the  anions  of  a  real  man  ? 
**  No  more  behold  thee  turn  my  watch's  key,  65 

**  As  feamcn  at  a  capftan  anchors  weigh  ? 
•*  How  waft  thou  wont  to  walk  with  cautious  tread, 
**  A  difh  of  tea,  like  milk-pail,  on  thy  head  ! 
**  How  chafe  the  mite  that  bore  thy  cheefe  away, 
"  And  keep  the  roUing  maggot  at  a  bay  !"  70 

She  faid ;  but  broken  accents  ftopt  her  voJce, 
Soft  as  the  fpeaking-trumptt's  mellow  noife. 
She  fobb'd  a  ftorm,  and  wip'd  her  flowing  ey^s, 
Which  feem'd  like  two  broad  funs  in  mifty  flvies  ! — 
O  !  fquander  not  thy  grief;  thofc  tears  command    75 
To  weep  upon  our  cod  in  Newfoundland  : 
The  plenteous  pickle  fhall  preferve  tlie  fifli, 
And  Europe  tafte  thy  forrows  in  a  difh. 
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THE     M  A  N  -  M  O  U  N  T  A  I  N. 

A     LILLIPUTIAN     ODE. 


TN  amaze 
-*•  Loft,  1  gaze. 
Can  our  eyes 
Reach  thy  fize  ? 
May  my  lays 
Swell  with  praife, 
Worthy  thee  ! 
Worthy  me  ! 
Mufe,  infpire 
All  thy  fire  ! 
Bards  of  old 
Of  him  told, 
"When  they  faid 
Atlas*  Jiead 
Propt  the  fliies  : 
''See !  and  believe  your  eyes 
II. 
See  him  llride 
Valleys  wide  : 
Over  woods, 
Over  floods. 


"When  he  treads. 
Mountains  heads 
Groan  and  (hake  : 
Armies  quake, 
Left  his  fpurn 
Overturn 
Man  and  fteed. 
Troops,  take  hoed  ! 
Left  and  right 
Speed  your  fliglit ! 
Left  an  hoft 
Beneath  his  foot  be  loft, 
III. 
Turn'd  afide 
From  his  hide. 
Safe  from  wound 
Darts  rebound. 
From  his  nofe 
Clouds  he  blows ; 
When  he  fpeaks, 
Thunder  breaks ! 

Wire* 
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When  he  eats,  In  mid  air, 

Pamine  threats  !  On  thy  hand, 

When  he  drinks.  Let  me  {land, 

Neptune  fhrinks  !  So  fhall  I 

Nigh  thy  ear,  (Lofty  Poet  I )  touch  the  ky» 

VERSES 

TO    BE    PLACED    UNDER    THE    PICTURE 
O    F 

SIR     RICHARD     BLACK  ]M  OR  E^ 
England's   arch-poet; 

CONTAINING 

A  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE  OF  HIS  WORKS. 

C!  E  E  who  ne'er  was  nor  will  be  half  read  : 

^  Who  firfl  fang  ( i  )  Arthur,  then  fang  (2)  Alfred  ; 

Prais'd  great  (3)  Eliza  in  God's  anger, 

Till  all  true  Enghlhmen  cry'd.  Hang  her  ! 

Made  William's  virtues  wipe  the  bare  a — 

And  hang'd-up  Marlborough  in  (4)  arras  ; 

(i)  Two  Heroic  Poems,  in  folio,  twenty  books. 

(2)  Heroic  Poem,  in  twelve  books. 

(3)  Heroic  Poem,  in  folio,  ten  books. 

(4)  Inltiudions  to  Vanderbank,  a  tapeftry-weav«r. 

Then, 
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Then,  hifs'd  from  earth,  grew  heavenly  quite : 
Made  every  reader  curfc  the  (5)  light : 
Maul'd  human  wit  in  one  thick  (6)  fatire, 
Next  in  three  books  fpoil'd  (7)  human  nature; 
Undid  (8)  creation  at  a  jirk, 
And  of  (9)  redemption  made  damn'd  work. 
Then  took  his  Mufe  at  once  and  dipt  her 
Full  in  the  middle  of  the  Scripture. 
Wliat  wonders  there  the  man,  grown  old,  did  ! 
Sternhold  himfelf  he  out-Sternholded, 
Made  (ic)  David  feem  fo  mad  and  freakifh, 
All  thought  him  juft  what  thought  king  Achifli. 
No  mortal  read  his  (11)  Solomon, 
But  judgM  Re'boam  his  own  fon. 
Mofes  he  ferv'd  as  Mofes  Pharaoh, 
And  Deborah  (12),  as  flie  Sife-rah  : 
Made  (13)  Jeremy  full  fore  to  cry. 
And  (14)  Job  himfelf  curfc  God  and  die. 
What  punifhment  all  this  muft  follow  ? 
Shall  Arthur  ufe  him  like  King  Tollo  ? 

(5)  Hymn  to  the  light. 

(6)  Satire  againll  wit. 

(7)  Of  the  nature  of  man. 

(8)  Creation,  a  Poem,  in  feven  books. 

(9)  Redemption,  another  Heroic  Poem,  in  fix  book;, 

(10)  Tranllation  of  all  the  Pfalms. 

(11)  Canticles  and  Ecclefialtes, 

(12)  Paraphrafe  of  the  Canticles  of  Mofes  and  Deborah,  &c, 

(13)  The  Lamentations. 

(14)  The  whole  Book  of  Job,  a  Poem. 

Shan 
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Shall  David  as  Uriah  flay  hira  ? 

Or  dext'rous  Deborah  Sifera-him  ? 

Or  fhall  Eliza  lay  'a  plot, 

To  treat  him  like  her  filler  Scot  ? 

Shall  William  dub  his  better  end  K 

Or  Marlborough  lerve  him  like  a  friend  ? 

No  ! — none  of  thefe  ! — Heaven  fpare  his  life  ! 

JBut  fend  him,  koneft  Job,  thy  wife  ! 

A  RECEIPT   FOR   STEWING  VEAL. 

'WITH     NOTES      BY     THE     AUTHOR, 

np  A  K  E  a  knuckle  of  veal ; 
-*■     You  may  buy  it  or  fleal. 
In  a  few^  pieces  cut  it : 
In  a  ftewing-pan  put  it. 
Salt,  pepper,  and  mace 

Mull  feafon  this  knuckle  ; 
Then  f  what's  join'd  to  a  place 

With  other  herbs  muckle  ; 
That  which  killed  king  J  Will ; 
And  what  never  ||  ftands  ftill. 
Some  §  fprigs  of  that  bed 
Where  children  are  bred, 

•  Kick  him  on  the  breech,  not  knight  him  on  the  fbouIdCT.. 

■+  Vulgo,  falary. 

:}:  Suppofed  forrel. 

H  This  is  by  Dr.  Bendey  thought  to  be  time,  or  thyme. 

K  Parfley.     Vide  Chamberlayno. 

Whitk 
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Which  much  yon  will  mend,  if 

Both  fpinnage  and  endive, 

And  lettuce,  and  beet,  '  , 

With  marygold  meet. 

Put  no  water  at  all ;   . 

For  it  makcth  things  TmaH, 

Whiclv,  l«^lt  it  fhould  happeq, 

A  clofe  cover  clap  on. 

Put  this  pot  of  *  Wood's  metal 

Jn  a  hot  bcihng  kettle, 

And  there  let  it  be 

(Mark  the  doftrine  I  teach) 
About — let  me  fee — 

Tlirice  as  long  as  you  preat;4i  f  : 
So  flcimming  the  fat  off, 
Say  grace  with  your  hat  off. 
O,  then  !   with  what  rapture 
Will  it  fill  dean  and  chapter  ! 

*  Of  this  compofitioii,  fee  the  W^i^s  of  diC  Copper-f^itiiiaj 
Dean. 

t  VVhiiiJi  we  fuppofc  to  be  near  four  hours. 


VoL^  XXXVl.  X  A  C  1  S 


[     306     ] 

ACIS      AND     GALATEA^ 

A 

S    E    R    E    N    A    T    A. 
THE  MUSIC   BY   MR.   HANDEL. 

PART    THE    FIRST. 

A  rural  profped,  diverfified  with  rocks,  groves,  and 
a  river.  Acis  and  Galatea  feated  by  a  fountain. 
Chorus  of  nymphs  and  fliepherds,  diftributed  about 
the  landfcape ;  and  Polyphemus  difcovered  fitting 
lApon  a  mountain. 

CHORUS. 

f\  THE  pleafure  of  the  plains  ! 
^■"'^   Happy  nyinphs  and  happy  fwains 
(Harmlefs,  merry,  free,  and  gay) 
Dance  and  fport  the  hours  away. 

Fpr  us  the  zephyr  blows, 

For  us  dillils  the  dew. 
For  us  unfolds  the  rofe, 

^ni flowers  difplay  their  hue; 
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Tor  us  the  winters  rain  ; 

For  us  the  fummcrs  fliinc  ; 
Spring  fvvells  for  us  the  grain, 

And  autumn  bleeds  the  vine. 

Da  Cap»» 

R  E  C  I  T  A  T  I  V.E. 

GALATEA. 

Ye  verdant  plains,  and  woody  mountain^ 
Purling  flreams,  and  bubbling  fountains, 
Ye  painted  glories  of  the  field, 
Vain  are  the  pleafures  which  you  yield  \ 
Too  thin  the  fhadow  of  the  grove. 
Too  fiiint  thie  gales,  to  cool  my  love^ 

AIR. 
Hufli,  you  pretty  warbhng  choii^ 
Your  thrilling  drains 
Awake  my  pains. 
And  kindle  fierce  defire  : 
Ceafe  your  fong,  and  take  your  flight ; 
^rlng  back  my  Aci^  to  my  fight. 

Da  Ccp/h. 

A  I  R. 

ACIS. 

Where  fliall  I  feek  the  charming  Fair  ? 
Direct  the  way,  kind  genius  of  the  mountain^  :; 

O  tell  me  if  you  faw  my  dear  ; 
^egk^s  fl\€  the  groves,  or  bathes  in  ci  ydal  fountains  ? 

Da  Capo. 

X  a  R  E  C  r^^ 
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RECITATIVE. 

DAMON. 

Stay,  fliepherd,  ftay  ! 
See  how  thy  flocks  in  yonder  valley  llray. 
What  means  this  melancholy  air  ? 
No  more  thy  tuneful  pipe  we  bear. 

A  I  R. 

Shepherd,  what  art  thou  purfuing", 
Heedlefs  running  to  thy  ruin  ? 

Share  our  joy,  our  pleafure  fhare  : 
Leave  thy  paflion  tiU  to-morrow  ; 
Let  the  daj  be  free  from  forrow. 

Free  from  love,  and  free  from  care. 

Ba  Cap9,. 

JIECITATIVE. 

ACIS. 

Lo  here,  my  Love  I 
Turn,  Galatea,  hither  turn  thine  eyes ; 
See  at  thy  feet  the  longing  Acis  lies. 

A  JR. 

Love  in  her  eyes  fits  playing. 

And  (lieds  delicious  death  ; 
Love  in  her  lips  is  llraying. 

And  warbhng  in  her  breath  : 
Love  on  her  breafl  fits  panting, 

And  fwells  with  foft  defire  : 
Nor  grace,  nor  cliarm,  is  wanting 

To  fet  the  heart  on  fire. 

R  E  C  I- 


AC  IS  AND  GALATEA.    3M 
RECITATIVE. 

GALATEA. 

O  !  didft  tlioii  know  the  pains  of  abfent  Iotc, 
Acis  W4)uld  nc^cr  from  Galatea  rove. 

A  I  R. 

As  when  the  dove 

X.aments  his  love, 
All  on  the  naked  fpray  ; 

Wlien  he  returns, 

No  more  fhe  mourns. 
But  loves  the  live -long  da^. 

Billing,  cooing. 

Panting,  wooing. 
Melting  murmurs  fill  the  groYc  ; 
Melting  murmurs,  lafting  lore. 

DUET. 

AClS    AND    GALATEA. 

Happy  we ! 
What  joys  I  feel ! — What  charms  I  fee  ! 
Of  all  youths,  thou  deareft  boy  ! 

Of  all  nymphs,  thou  brighteft  fair  ! 
Thou  all  my  blifs,  thou  all  my  joy  ! 

Da  Ca/>». 

C  II  O  R  U  S. 
Happy  \T€,  &c. 

X  ^  A  C  I  & 
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A 

S      E      R      E      N      A      T      A, 
*ART    THE    SECOND, 

-A     CONCERTO     ON     THE     ORG^K. 
CHORUS. 

Xy  RETCHED  lovers!  Fate  has  pafs'd 

This  fad  decree  ;  no  joy  fliall  laft. 
Wretched  lovers  !  quit  your  dream  ; 
Behold  the  monfter  Polypheme. 
See  what  ample  ilrides  he  takes  ; 
The  mountain  nods,  the  forell  fkakes  ; 
The  waves  run  frightened  to  the  fliore&: 
Hark !  how  the  thundering  Giant  roars  ! 

RECITATIVE   accompanied. 

POLYPHEME, 

I  rage,  I  nielt,  I  burn. 
The  feeble  God  has  ftabb'd  me  to  the  heart. 

Thou  trufty  pine. 
Prop  of  my  godlike  iteps,  I  lay  thee  by. 

6  •  B/in^ 
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Bring  me  a  hundred  reeds,  of  decent  groTin:h, 
To  make  a  pipe  for  my  capacious  mouth  ; 
In  foft  enchanting  accents  let  me  breathe 
Sweet  Galatea's  beauty,  and  my  love.     . 

AIR. 

O  ruddier  than  the  cherry  ! 

O  fweeter  than  the  berry  ! 

O  Nymph  more  bright 

Than  moon-fhine  night, 
Like  kidlings  blithe  and  merry ! 
Ripe  as  the  melting  duller  ! 
No  lily  has  fuch  luftre  ; 

Yet  hard  to  tame 

As  raging  Hame, 
^nd  fierce  as  ftorms  that  blufter  ! 

Da  Capo. 

m 

RECITATIVE. 

POLYPHEMUS,    GALATEA. 

Poly.  Whither,  faireft,  art  thou  running. 
Still  my  warm  embraces  fliunning  ? 

Gal.     The  Hon  calls  not  to  his  prey  ; 

Nor  bids  the  wolf  the  lambkin  ftay. 

Poly.  Thee  Polyphemus,  great  as  Jove, 
Calls  to  empire,  and  to  love : 
To  his  palace  in  the  rock. 
To  his  dair}'-,  to  his  flock ; 

X4  To 
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,To  the  grape  of  purple  hue, 
To  the  plum  of  glofiy  blue  ; 
Wildings  which  expecting  ftand. 
Proud  to  be  gathered  by  thy  hand. 

Gal.  Of  infant-limbs  to  make  my  food, 

And  fwill  full  draughts  of  human  blood*] 
Go,  flionfter !  bid  fome  other  guefl : 
I  loatb  the  hofl ;  I  loath  the  feaft. 

AIR. 

POLYPHEMUS. 

Ceafe  to  beauty  to  be  fuing  : 
Ever  whining  love  difdaining. 

Let  the  brave,  their  aims  purfuing. 
Still  be  conquering,  «ot  complaining. 

Da  Cajj^ 

AIR. 

DAUON. 

Would  you  gain  the  tender  cteaturc  ?      . 
Softly,  gently,  kindly  treat  her: 

Suffering  is  the  lover^a  part : 
Beauty  by  conftraint  poffefiing-, 
You  enjoy  but  half  the  blefling, 

Lifelefe  charms  witliQUt  the  heart. 


R  E  C  >^ 
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RECITATIVE. 

ACIS. 

His  hideous  love  provokes  my  rage ; 
"Weak  as  I  am,  I  muft  engage  : 
Infpir'd  with  thy  viftorious  charms, 
The  God  of  Love  will  lend  his  arms^ 

A  I  R. 
Love  founds  th'  alarm. 

And  fear  is  a  ilying  : 
When  beauty's  the  prize, 

What  mortal  fears  dying  ? 
"In  defence  of  my  treafure, 

I'd  bleed  at  each  vein  : 
Without  her  no  pleafure  ; 

For  life  is  a  pain. 

Da  Cap4. 

A  I  R. 

DAMOV. 

Confider,  fond  fhepherd, 

How  fleeting's  the  pleaflirt. 
That  flatters  our  hopes 

In  purfuit  of  the  fair  : 
The  joys  that  attend  it. 

By  moments  we  meafure  5 
But  Hfe  is  too  little 

To  nac^urc  our  care. 

Da  Capo, 

R  E  C  1- 
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RECITATIVE. 

GALATEA. 

Ceafe,  0  ceafe,  thou  gentle  youth  ; 
Trull  my  conftancy  and  truth  ; 
Truft  my  truth,  and  powers  above. 
The  powers  propitious  ilill  to  Love. 

TRIO. 

ACIS,    GALATEA,    AND    POLYPHEMl?. 

Ac  IS  and  Gal.  The  flocks  fhaU  leave  the  mountains^ 
The  woods  the  turtle-dove. 
The  nymphs  forfake  the  fountains, 
Ere  I  forfake  my  love. 

Poly.  Torture  !  fury  !  rage  !  defpair ! 

I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot  bear. 

Ac  IS  and  Gal.  Not  fiiowers  to  larks  fo  pleafmg. 
Nor  fun-fhine  to  the  bee  ; 
Not  fleep  to  toil  fo  eafmg. 
As  thefe  dear  fmiles  to  me. 

Poly.  Fly  fwift,  thou  mafly  ruin,  fly : 

Die,  prefumptuous  Acis,  die. 

RECITATIVE. 

acis. 
Help,  Galatea  !  help,  ye  parent  gods ! 
And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  abbdes ! 

CHORUS. 


J^CIS    AND    GALATEA.  ^15 

CHORUS. 

Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes  ;  weep,  ye  fwai'ns  ; 
Tune,  tune  your  reeds  to  doleful  ftrains ; 
Groans,  cries,  and  howlingB,  fill  the  neighbouring  fhorCf 
Ah  ! — the  gentle  Acis  is  no  more. 

SONG     AND     CHORUS. 

GALATEA. 

Muft  I  my  Acis  ilill  bemoan-, 
Inglorious  crufh'd  beneath  that  flone  ? 
Mufl:  the  lovely  charming  youth 
Die  for  his  conftancy  and  truth  ? 
Say,  what  comfort  can  you  find  ? 
For  dark  defpair  o'erclouds  my  mind. 

CHORUS. 

Ceafe,  Galatea,  eeafe  to  grieve  ; 
Bewail  not,  when  thou  canft  relieve  : 
Call  forth  thy  power,  employ  thy  art  ; 
The  goddefs  foon  can  heal  thy  fmart : 
To  kindred  gods  the  youth  return. 
Through  verdant  plains  to  roll  his  urn. 

k  E  C  I  T  A  T  1  V  E. 

GALATEA. 

'Tis  done  :  thus  I  exert  my  power  divine  ; 
Be  thou  itnmortal,  though  thou  art  not  mine. 

A  I  R. 
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AIR. 

Heart,  thou  feat  of  foft  delight ! 
Be  thou  now  a  fountain  bright ; 
Purple  be  no  more  thy  blood. 
Glide  thou  like  a  cryftal  flood  ; 
Rock,  thy  hollow  womb  difclofe  : 
The  bubbling  fountain,  lo  !  it  flowv 
Through  the  plains  he  joys  to  rov€» 
Murmuring  ftill  his  gentle  love. 

CHORUS. 

^  Galatea,  dry  thy  tears : 
Acis  now  a  god  appears. 
See  how  he  rears  him  from  bis  bed  5 
See  the  wreath  that  binds  his  head. 
Hail !  thou  gentle  murmuring  ftream. 
Shepherds'  pleafure,  Mufes'  theme  5 
Through  the  plain  ftill  joy  to  roiie, 
MunmiriRg  ftill  thy  gentle  lo^.. 
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TRANSLATIONS, 


T    M    B  ■* 

STORY 

O    F 

A  C  H  E  L  O  U  S      AND      HERCULES., 
From  Ovid's  Metamorphoses.     Book  IX. 

ARGUMENT. 

Thefeus,  returning  from  a  great  hunting-match  {», 
Calydon,  is  flopped  from  proceeding  by  the  over- 
flowing of  the  river  Achelolis. — The  god  of  the 
ftream  courteoufly  invites  him  into  his  cave,  where 
they  pafs  the  time  in  difcourfing  of  various  meta- 
morphofes.  At  laft,  to  prove  the  pofiibihty  of  fuch, 
changes,  he  afferts  that  he  has  himfelf  the  power  of 
var\nng  his  form  within  certain  Hnxitations,  among 
which  he  mentions  his  having  lofl  one  of  his  horns- 
when  in  the  fhape  of  a  bull ;  and  this  gives  rife  tq 
the  following  ftory. 

THESEUS 
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^HESEUS  requefts  the  God  to  tell  his  woe«j 
■*-     Whence  his  maim'd  brow,  and  whence  his  groans 
arofe ; 
When  thus  the  Calydonlan  Stream  reply'd, 
With  twining  reeds  his  carelefs  trefles  tied  : 
«'  Ungrateful  Is  the  tale  ;  for  who  can  bear,  5 

c<  When  conquer'd,  to  rehearfe  the  Ihameful  war  ? 
<'  Yet  I'll  the  melancholy  ftoiy  trace  ; 
^'  So  great  a  conqueror  foftens  the  difgrace  : 
**  Nor  was  It  ftill  fo  mean  the  prize  to  yield, 
"  As  great  and  glorious  to  difpute  the  field.  Id 

**  Perhaps  you've  heard  of  DeYanlra's  name, 
*'  For  all  the  country  fpoke  her  beauty's  fame. 
'*  Long  was  the  nymph  by  numerous  fultors  woo'd, 
"  Each  with  addrefs  his  envy'd  hopes  purfued  : 
*'  I  joln'd  the  loving  band  ;  to  gain  the  fair,  15 

"  Reveal'd  my  pafiion  to  her  father's  ear. 
*'  Their  vain  pretenfions  all  the  reft  refign  ; 
^'  Alcldes  only  ft  rove  to  equal  mine  : 
'*  He  boafts  his  birth  from  Jove,  recounts  his  fpoils, 
<*  His  ftep-dame's  hate  fubdued,  and  finlfli'd  toils.   20 

**  Can  mortals  then  (fald  I)  with  gods  compare  ? 
"  Behold  a  god  ;  mine  Is  the  watery  care  : 
"^*  Through  your  wide  realms  I  take  my  mazy  way, 
**  Branch  Into  ftreams,  and  o'er  the  region  ftray : 
**  No  foreign  gueft  your  daughter's  charms  adores,  2J 
*'  But  one  who  rifes  in  your  native  ftiores. 
'*  Let  not  his  puniflimcnt  your  pity  move  ; 
<*  Is  Juno's  hate  an  argument  for  love  ? 

«  Though 
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"  TKough  you  your  life  from  fair  Alcmena  drew, 

<*  Jove's  a  feign'd  father,  or  by  fraud  a  true.  J* 

*'  Choofe  then  ;  confefs  thy  mother's  honour  loft, 

**  Or  thy  defcent  from  Jove  no  longer  boaft." 

,    While  thus  I  fpoke,  he  look'd  with  ftern  difdain, 

Nor  could  the  fallies  of  his  wrath  reftrain, 

Wliich  thus  broke  fortli ;  "  This  arm  decides  our  rights 

**  Vanquifli'd  in  words  ;  be  mine  the  prize  in  fight  !'* 

*'  Bold  he  rufh'd  on.     My  honour  to  maintain, 
**  I  fling  my  verdant  garments  on  tlie  plain, 
**  My  arms  ftretch  forth,  my  pliant  limbs  prepare, 
'*  And  with  bent  hands  expe6t  the  furious  war.        4a 
**  O'er  my  fleek  flcin  now  gather'd  duft  he  throws, 
**  And  yellow  fand  his  mighty  mufcles  ftrows. 
**  Oft'  he  my  neck  and  nimble  legs  affails, 
**  He  feems  to  grafp  me,  but  as  often  faib  : 
*'  Each  part  he  now  invades  with  eager  hand  ;  at 

*'  Safe  in  my  bulk,  immoveable  I  Hand. 
*'  So  when  loud  dorms  break  high,  and  foam  and  roar 
**  Againfl:  fome  mole  that  ftretches  from  the  fhore  ; 
■**  The  firm  foundation  lailing  tempeds  braves, 
**  Defies  the  warring  winds,  and  driving  waves.         5® 

"  Awhile  we  breathe,  then  forward  rufh  amain, 
**  Renew  the  combat,  and  our  ground  maintain  ; 
**  Foot  drove  with  foot,  I  prone  extend  my  bread, 
**  Hands  war  with  hands,  and  forehead  forehead  prefb'd. 
**  Thus  have  I  feen  two  furious  bulls  engage,  J5 

*'  Inflam'd  with  equal  love,  and  equal  rage  ; 
''  Each  claims  the  fliired  heifer  of  the  grove, 
**  And  conqued  only  can  decide  their  love  : 
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*'  The  trembling  herds  furvcy  the  fight  from  far, 
**  Till  vi6lory  decides  th'  important  war.  6o 

■^^  Three  times  in  vain  he  ftrove  my  joints  to  wreft  ; 
**  To  force  my  hold,  and  throw  me  from  his  breaft  ; 
"  Xhe  fourth  he  broke  my  gripe,  that  clafp'd  him  romid, 
**  Then  with  new  force  he  ftretch'd  me  on  the  ground  ; 
♦*  Clofe  to  my  back  the  mighty  burden  clung, 
*'  As  if  a  mountain  o'er  my  limbs  were  flung. 

"  Believe  my  tale  ;  nor  do  I,  boaftful,  ain» 
<«  By  feign'd  narration  to  extol  my  fame. 
**  No  fooner  from  his  grafp  I  freedom  get, 
«*  Unlock  my  arms,  that  flow'd  with  trickling  fweat,  70 
**  But  quick  he  feiz'd  me,  and  renew'd  the  ftrife, 
*'  As  my  exhaulled  bofom  pants  for  life  : 
*'  My  neck  he  gripes,  my  knee  to  earth  he  ftrains  ; 
<*  I  fall,  and  bite  the  fand  with  fhame  and  paiois. 

*'  O'er-match'd  in  ftrength,  to  wiles  and  arts  I  takei 
**  And  flip  his  hold,  in  form  of  fpeckled  fnake  ; 
**  Who,  vyhen  I  wreath'd  in  fpires  my  body  round, 
**  Or  fhew'd  my  forky-tongue  with  hilling  found, 
**  Smiles  at  my  threats.     Such  foes  my  cradle  knew,  " 
f*  He  cries;  dire  fnakes  my  infant-hand  o'erthrew  ;   8;^ 
**  A  dragon's  form  might  other  conquefts  gain  ; 
«  To  war  with  me  you  take  that  fliape  in  vain. 
**  Art  thou  proportion'd  to  the  Hydra's  length, 
<^  Who  by  his  wounds  receiv'd  augmented  flrength  ? 
**  He  rais'd  a  hundred  hllTing  heads  in  air ;  S^; 

**  When  one  I  lopp'd,  up  fprung  a  dreadful  pair. 
**  By  his  v^rounds  fertile,  and  with  flaughter  ftrong,     ' 
<*  Singly  I  quell'd  him,  and  flretch'd  dead  along. 

"  What 
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''^  What  canft  thou  do,  a  form  precarious,  prone, 
*'  To  rouze  my  rage  with  terrors  not  thy  own  ?"      93 
**  He  faid ;  and  round  my  neck  his  hands  he  cafl, 
*'  And  with  his  llraining  fingers  wrung  me  fall : 
**  My  throat  he  tortur'd,  clofe  as  pincers  clafp, 
**  In  vain  I  ilrove  to  loofe  the  forceful  grafp. 

**  Thus  vanquifli'd  too,  a  third  form  ftill  remains,  9^ 
•*  Chang'd  to  a  bull,  my  lowing  fills  the  plains. 
**  Straight  on  the  left  liis  nervous  arms  were  thrown 
"  Upon  my  brindled  neck,  and  tugg'd  it  down  ; 
*'  Tlren  deep  he  ftruck  my  horn  into  the  fand, 
*'  And  feU'd  my  bulk  along  the  dully  land.  lOO 

♦'  Nor  yet  his  fury  cooPd  ;  *twixt  rage  and  fcorn, 
**"  From  my  maim'd  front  he  tore  the  llubborn  liorn  ; 
"  This,  heap'd  with  flowers  and  fruits,  the  Naiads  bear, 
*'  Sacred  to  plenty,  and  the  bounteous  year." 

He  fpoke ;  when  lo  !  a  beauteous  nymph  appears, 
Girt,  like  Diana's  train,  with  flowing  hairs  ; 
The  horn  flie  brings,  in  which  all  autumn's  llor'd^ 
And  ruddy  apples  for  the  fecond  board. 

Now  morn  begins  to  dawn,  the  fun's  bright  fire 
Gilds  the  high  mountains,  and  the  youths  retire  ;   1 13 
Nor  ftay'd  tliey,  till  the  troubled  liream  fublides, 
And  In  its  bounds  with  peaceful  current  glides. 
But  AcheloUs  in  his  oozy  bed 
Deep  hides  his  brow  deform'd,  and  ruflic  head  ; 
No  real  wound  the  victor's  triumph  ftiow'd,  1 1 5 

But  his  lofl:  honours  griev'd  the  watery  god  ; 
Yet  ev'n  that  lofs  the  willow's  leaves  o'erfpread, 
And  verdant  reeds,  In  garlands,  biud  his  head. 

Vol.  XXXVI.  Y  t  m  f. 
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DEATH   OF   NESSUS, 
THE   CENTAUR. 

np  HIS  virgin  too,  thy  love,  O  Neffus,  found, 
•*'     To  her  alone  you  owe  the  fatal  wound. 
As  the  ftrong  fon  of  Jove  his  bride  conveys, 
Wliere  his  paternal  lands  their  bulwarks  raife  ; 
Where  from  her  flopy  urn  Evenus  poui-s  ^ 

Her  rapid  current,  fwell'd  by  wintery  fhowers, 
He  came.     The  frequent  eddies  whirPd  the  tide, 
And  the  deep  rolling  waves  all  pafs  deny'd. 
As  for  himfelf,  he  Hood  unmov'd  by  fears, 
For  now  his  bridal  charge  employ'd  his  cares.  Ip 

The  ftrong-limb'd  NefTus  thus  officious  cryM 
(For  he  the  (hallows  of  the  ftream  had  try'd), 
Swim  thou,  Alcides,  all  thy  ftrength  prepare ; 
On  yonder  bank  I'll  lodge  thy  nuptial  care. 

Th'  Aonian  chief  to  NefTus  trulls  his  wife,  I J 

All  pale,  and  trembling  for  her  hero's  life  : 
Cloth 'd  as  he  flood  in  the  fierce  Hon's  hide. 
The  laden  quiver  o'er  his  fhoulder  ty'd 
(For  crofs  the  ftream  his  bow  and  club  were  call)  ; 
Swift  he  plung'd  in  ;  thefe  billows  fhall  be  pafs'd.     20 

He  faid,  nor  fought  where  fmoother  waters  glide. 
But  ftem'd  the  rapid  dangers  of  the  tide. 

Tlie 
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The  bank  he  reach'd :  again  the  bow  he  bears  ; 

When,  hark  !  his  bride's  known  voice  alarms  his  ears. 

NefTus,  to  thee  I  call  (aloud  he  cries)  ;  25 

Vain  is  thy  trull  In  flight,  be  timely  wife  : 

Thou  monfter  double-fhapM,  my  right  fet  free  ; 

If  thou  no  reverence  owe  my  fame  and  me, 

Yet  kindred  fhould  thy  lawlefs  luft  deny. 

Think  not,  perfidious  wretch,  from  me  to  fly,  30 

Though  wing'd  with  horfe's  fpeed ;  wounds  fliall  purfue  ; 

Swift  as  his  words  the  fatal  arrow  flew  : 

The  Centaur's  back  admits  the  feather'd  wood. 

And  through  his  breafl:  the  barbed  weapon  Hood  ; 

Which  when,  in  angulfh,  through  the  flefli  he  tore,  35 

From  both  the  wounds  guih'd  forth  the  fpumy  gore, 

Mix'd  with  Lernaean  venom  ;  this  he  took, 

Nor  dire  revenge  his  dying  brealt  forfook. 

His  garment,  in  the  reeking  purple  dy'd. 

To  rouze  love's  paflion,  he  prcfent*  the  bride,  40 
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""^T  O  W  a  long  interval  of  time  fucceeds, 

"*■        When  the  great  fon  of  Jove's  immortal  deeds, 

And  ilep-dame's  hate,  had  fill'd  earth's  utmoll  romid  ; 

He  from  .Oechalia,  vi'ith  nevi^  laurels  crown'd, 

In  triumph  v^^as  returned.     He  rites  prepares,  5 

And  to  the  king  of  gods  direfts  his  prayers. 

When  Fame  (who  falfehood  clothes  in  truth's  difguife. 

And  fwells  her  little  bulk  with  growing  lies) 

Thy  tender  ear,  O  Deianira,  mov'd. 

That  Hercules  the  fair  lole  lov'd,  lO 

Her  love  believes  the  tale  ;  the  truth  fhe  fears 
Of  his  new  paflion,  and  gives  way  to  tears. 
The  flowing  tears  diffus'd  her  wretched  grief. 
Why  feek  I  thus,  from  llreaming  eyes,  relief  ? 
She  cries  ;  indulge  not  thus  thefe  fruitlefs  cares,        15 
The  harlot  will  but  triumph  in  thy  tears : 
Let  fomething  be  refolv'd,  while  yet  there's  time  ; 
My  bed  not  confcious  of  a  rival's  crime. 
In  filence  fliall  I  mourn,  or  loud  complain  ? 
Shall  I  feek  Calydon,  or  here  remain  ?  2Q 

What  though,  ally'd  to  Meleager's  fame, 
I  boail  the  honours  of  a  filler's  name  ? 
My  wrongs,  perhaps,  now  urge  me  to  purfue 
Some  defperat?  deed,  by  which  the  world  fhall  view 

How 
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How  far  revenge  and  woman's  rage  can  rife,  25 

When  weltering  in  her  blood  the  harlot  dies. 

Thus  various  paffions  rul'd  by  turns  her  breaft. 
She  now  refolves  to  fend  the  fatal  veft, 
Dy'd  with  Lcrnaean  gore,  whofe  power  might  move 
His  foul  anew,  and  rouze  declining  love.  3© 

Nor  knew  (he  what  her  fudden  rage  beftows, 
When  fhe  to  Lichas  trufls  her  future  woes  ; 
With  foft  endearments  fhe  the  boy  commands 
To  bear  the  garment  to  her  hufband's  hands, 

Th'  unwitting  hero  takes  the  gift  in  hafte,  35 

And  o'er  his  rtiouldcrs  Lerna's  poifon  caft. 
As  firll  the  fire  with  frankincenfe  he  llrows, 
And  utters  to  the  gods  his  holy  vows  ; 
And  on  the  marble  altar's  polifh'd  frame 
Pours  forth  the  grapy  ftream  ;  the  rifing  flame  4^ 

Sudden  diffolves  the  fubtle  poifonous  juice, 
Which  taints  his  blood,  and  all  his  nerves  bedews. 
With  wonted  fortitude  he  bore  the  fmart. 
And  not  a  groan  confefs'd  his  burning  heart. 
At  length  his  patience  was  fubdued  by  pain,  45 

He  rends  the  facred  altar  from  the  plain  ; 
Oete's  wide  foreils  echo  with  his  cries ! 
Now  to  rip  off  the  deathful  robe  he  tries. 
Where'er  he  plucks  the  veft,  the  fl<in  he  tears, 
The  mangled  mufcles  and  huge  bones  he  bares,         50 
(A  ghaftly  fight !)  or,  raging  with  his  pain, 
To  rend  the  flicking  plague  he  tugs  in  vain. 

As  the  red  iron  hiffes  in  the  flood. 
So  boils  the  veaom  in  his  curdling  blood. 

Y  3  Now 


3«6  G    A   Y'S      POEMS, 

Now  with  the  greedy  flame  his  entrails  glow,  55 

And  livid  fweats  down  all  his  body  flow  ; 
The  cracking  nerves  burnt-up  are  burfl:  in  twain, 
The  lurking  venom  melts  his  fvvimming  brain. 
Then,  lifting  both  his  hands  aloft,  he  cries, 
Glut  thy  revenge,  dread  emprefs  of  the  fl-cies  ;  60 

Sate  with  my  death  the  rancour  of  thy  heart. 
Look  down  with  pleafure,  and  enjoy  my  fmart. 
Or,  if  e'er  pity  mov'd  a  hofliile  breafl: 
(For  here  I  fl:and  thy  enemy  profeft). 
Take  hence  this  hateful  life,  with  tortures  torn,        65 
Inur'd  to  trouble,  and  to  labours  born. 
Death  is  the  gift  molt  welcome  to  my  woe, 
And  fuch  a  gift  a  fliep-dame  may  befl:ow. 
Was  it  for  this  Bufiris  was  fubdued, 
Whofe  barbarous  temples  reek'd  with  ftrangers'  blood  ? 
Prefs'd  in  thefe  arms,  his  fate  Antaeus  found, 
Nor  gain'd  recruited  vigour  from  the  ground. 
Did  I  not  triple-form'd  Ger)'-on  fell  ? 
Or  did  I  fear  the  triple  dbg  of  hell  ? 
Did  not  thefe  hands  the  bull's  arm'd  forehead  hold  ?   75 
Are  not  our  mighty  toils  in  Elis  told  ? 
Did  not  Stymphalian  lakes  proclaim  my  fame  ? 
And  fair  Parthenian  woods  refound  my  name  ? 
Who  feiz'd  the  golden  belt  of  Thermodon  ? 
And  who  the  dragon-guarded  apples  won  ?  80 

Could  the  fierce  Centaur's  flirength  my  force  withfl;and. 
Or  the  fell  boar  that  fpoil'd  th'  Arcadian  land  ? 
Did  not  thefe  arms  the  Hydra's  rage  fubdue, 
Who  from  his  wounds  to  doubk  fury  grew  ? 

6  What 


THE    DEATH   OF    HERCULES.     327 

What  if  the  Thraclan  horfcs,  fat  with  gore,  85 

Who  human  bodies  in  their  mangers  tore, 

I  faw,  and  with  their  barbarous  lord  o'erthrew  ? 

What  if  thefe  hands  Nemfca's  hon  flew  ? 

Did  not  this  neck  the  heavenly  globe  fuftain  ? — 

The  female  partner  of  the  thunderer's  reign,  90 

Fatigu'd,  at  length  fufpends  her  harfli  commands  ; 

Yet  no  fatigue  hath  flack'd  thefe  valiant  hands. 

But  now  new  plagues  purfue  me  ;  neither  force. 

Nor  arms,  nor  darts,  can  Hop  their  raging  courfe. 

Devouring  flame  througli  my  rack'd  entrails  fl:rays,    95 

And  on  my  lungs  and  flirivel'd  mufcles  preys  ; 

Yet  fl:ill  Eur^'fliheus  breathes  the  vital  air  ! 

What  mortal  now  fliall  feck  the  gods  with  prayer  ? 
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LYCHAS       INTO      A       ROCK. 

'T^  H  E  hero  faid  ;  and,  with  the  torture  ftung, 
-*■     Furious  o'er  Oete's  lofty  hills  he  fprung  : 
Stuck  with  the  ihaft,  thus  fcours  the  tiger  round. 
And  feeks  the  flying  author  of  his  wound* 
Now  might  you  fee  him  trembling,  now  he  vents       5 
His  anguifh'd  foul  in  groans  and  loud  laments  5 
He  llrives  to  tear  the  clinging  veil  in  vain. 
And  with  up-rooted  foreils  llrews  the  plain  5 
Now,  kindling  into  rage,  his  hands  he  rears, 
And  to  his  kindred  gods  dire£ls  his  prayers.  10 

When  Lychas,  lo,  he  fpies ;  who  trembling  flew, 
And,  in  a  hollow  rock  conceaFd  from  view. 
Had  fliunn'd  his  wrath.     Now  grief  renewed  his  pain> 
His  niadnefs  chaf 'd,  and  thus  he  raves  ag^in  : 
Lychas,  to  thee  alone  my  fate  I  owe,  15 

Who  bore  the  gift,  the  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 
The  youth  all  pale  with  fliivering  fear  was  ftung. 
And  vain  excufes  faulter'd  on  his  tongue. 
Alcides  fnatch'd  him,  as  with  fuppliant  face 
He  ft  rove  to  clafp  his  knees,  and  beg  for  grace .      20 

He 
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He  tofs'd  him  o'er  his  head  with  airy  courfe. 

And  hurl*d  with  more  than  with  an  engine's  force  ; 

Far  o'er  th'  Euboean  main  aloft  he  flies. 

And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  fl<;ies. 

So  fhowery  drops,  when  chilly  tempells  blow,  25 

Thicken  at  firft,  then  whiten  into  fnow  ; 

In  balls  congcal'd  the  rolling  fleeces  bound. 

In  folid  hail  refult  upon  the  ground. 

Thus,  whirl'd  with  nervous  force  through  difl:ant  air. 
The  purple  tide  forfook  his  veins  with  fear  ;  30 

All  moillure  left  his  limbs.     Transform'd  to  fl;one, 
In  ancient  days  the  craggy  flint  was  known  : 
Still  in  th'  Euboean  waves  his  front  he  rears. 
Still  the  fmall  rock  in  human  form  appears, 
And  flill  the  name  of  haplefs  Lychas  bears.  35 
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T>  U  T  now  the  hero  of  immortal  birth 

"*^   Fells  Oete*s  forefts  on  the  groaning  earth  ; 

A  pile  he  builds ;  to  Philoftetes'  care 

He  leaves  his  deathful  inftruments  of  war  ; 

To  him  commits  thofe  arrows,  which  again  ^ 

Mull  fee  the  bulwarks  of  the  Trojan  reign. 

The  fon  of  Paean  lights  the  lofty  pyre, 

High  round  the  ftrudure  climbs  the  greedy  fire ; 

Plac'd  on  the  top,  thy  nervous  ihoulders  fpread 

With  the  Nemaean  fpoils  thy  carelefs  head  ;  lO 

Rais'd  on  the  knotty  club,  with  look  divine  ; 

Here  thou,  dread  hero  of  celeftial  line. 

Waft  ftretch'd  at  eafe ;  as  when,  a  cheerful  gueft, 

Wine  crownM  thy  bowls,  and  flowers  thy  temples  dreft. 

Now  on  all  fides  the  potent  flames  afpire,  15 

And  crackle  round  thofe  limbs  that  mock  the  fire. 

A  fudden  tremor  feiz'd  th*  immortal  hoft. 

Who  thought  the  world^s  profeft  defender  loft. 

This  when  the  thunderer  faw,  with  fmiles  he  cries, 
'Tis  from  your  fears,  ye  gods,  my  pleafures  rife ;      20 
Joy  fwells  my  breaft,  that  my  all-ruling  hand 
O'er  fuch  a  grateful  people  boafts  command, 
That  you  my  fuffering  progeny  would  aid ; 
Though  to  his  deeds  this  Juft  refpecl  be  paid. 
Me  you've  oblig'd.     Be  all  your  fears  forborn,  25 

Th'  Oetean  fires  do  thou,  great  hero,  fcorn. 

Who 
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Who  vanquifh'd  all  things,  fhall  fiibdue  the  flame. 
That  part  alone  of  grofs  maternal  frame 
Fire  fliall  devour ;  while  what  from  me  he  drew 
Shall  live  immortal,  and  its  force  fubdue  ;  jo 

That,  when  he's  dead,  I'll  raife  to  realms  above  ; 
May  all  the  powers  the  righteous  a6l  approve  ! 
If  any  god  diffent,  and  judge  too  great 
The  facred  honours  of  the  heavenly  feat, 
Ev'n  he  fhall  own,  his  deeds  deferve  the  fky,  35 

Ev'n  he,  rehiclant,  fkall  at  length  comply. 
Th'  affembled  powers  affent.     No  frown  till  now 
Had  mark'd  with  paflion  vengeful  Juno's  brow. 
Meanwhile  whate'er  was  in  the  power  of  flame 
Was  all  confum'd,  his  body's  nervous  frame  40 

No  more  was  known  ;-^f  human  form  bereft, 
Th'  eternal  part  of  Jove  alone  was  left. 
As  an  old  ferpent  cafts  his  fcaly  veil. 
Wreathes  in  the  fun,  in  youthful  glory  dreil ; 
So  when  Alcides  mortal  mould  refign'd,  45 

His  better  part  enlarg'd,  and  grew  refin'd, 
Auguft  his  vifage  (hone  ;  almighty  Jove 
Is  his  fwift  car  his  honour'd  offspring  drove ; 
High  o'er  the  hollow  clouds  the  courfers  fly, 
And  lodge  the  hero  in  the  flarry  fivy.  50 
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A  TLAS  perceivM  the  load  of  heaven's  new  gueii. 
-^^^  Revenge  ftill  rancour'd  in  Euryftheus'  breafl 
Againft  Alcides'  race.     Alcmena  goes 
To  lole,  to  vent  maternal  woes  ; 

Here  fhe  pours  forth  her  grief,  recounts  the  fpoils      5 
Her  fon  had  bravely  reap'd  in  glorious  toils. 
This  lole,  by  Hercules'  commands, 
Hyllus  had  lov'd,  and  join'd  in  nuptial  bands. 
Her  fwelling  womb  the  teeming  birth  confefs'd ; — 
To  whom  Alcmena  thus  her  fpeech  addrefs'd  :  10 

0  may  the  gods  proteft  thee,  in  that  hour, 

When  midft  thy  throes  thou  call'ft  th'  Ilithyan  power  I 

May  no  delays  prolong  thy  racking  pain, 

As  when  I  fued  for  Juno's  aid  in  vain ! 

When  now  Alcides'  mighty  birth  drew  nigh,  15 

And  the  tenth  fign  roU'd  forward  on  the  fl^y. 

My  womb  extends  with  fuch  a  mighty  load. 

As  Jove  the  parent  of  the  burden  {how'd. 

1  could  no  more  th'  increafmg  fmart  fuflain : 

My  horror  kindles  to  recount  the  pain  ;  20 

Cold  chills  my  limbs  while  I  the  tale  purfue, 
And  now  methink§  I  feel  my  pangs  anew. 

Seven 


TRANSFORMATION  OF  GALANTHIS.   333 

•even  days  and  nights  amldft  inccfTant  throes. 
Fatigued  with  ills  I  lay,  nor  knew  rcpofe ; 
When  Hfting  high  my  hands,  in  fhrieks  I  pray'd,      2^ 
Implor'd  the  gods,  and  call'd  Lucina*s  aid. 

She  came,  but  prejudiced,  to  give  my  fate 
A  facrifice  to  vengeful  Juno's  hate. 
She  hears  the  groaning  anguirti  of  my  fits. 
And  on  the  altar  at  my  door  fhe  fits ;  3* 

O'er  her  left  knee  her  crofTing  leg  (he  call, 
Then  knits  her  fingers  clofe,  and  wrings  them  faft  : 
This  flay'd  the  birth  ;  in  muttering  verfe  fhe  pray'd. 
The  muttering  verfe  th'  unfinifh'd  birth  delay'd. 
Now  with  fierce  llruggles,  raging  with  my  pain,       35 
At  Jove's  ingratitude  I  rave  in  vain. 
How  did  1  wifli  for  death  !   fuch  groans  I  fent, 
As  might  have  made  the  flinty  heart  relent. 
Now  the  Cadmeian  matrons  round  me  prefs, 
Offer  their  vows,  and  fcek  to  bring  redrefs.  40 

Among  the  Theban  dames  Galanthis  Hands, 
Strong-limb'd,  red-hair'd,  and  juft  to  my  commands  : 
She  firft  perceiv'd  that  all  thefe  racking  woes 
From  the  perfiiling  hate  of  Juno  rofe. 
As  here  and  there  (he  pafs'd,  by  chance  fhe  fees        45 
The  feated  goddefs ;  on  her  clofe -prefs'd  knees 
Her  faft-knit  hands  fhe  leans:  with  cheerful  voice 
Galanthis  cries.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  rejoice  ; 
Congratulate  the  dame,  flie  hes  at  reft, 
At  length  the  gods  Alcmena's  womb  have  bleft.       50 
Swift  from  her  feat  the  ftartled  goddefs  fprings, 
No  more  conceal'd,  her  hands  abroad  fhe  flings  j 

The 
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The  charm  unloos'd,  the  birth  my  pangs  relievM ; 
Galanthis'  laughter  vex'd  the  power  deceiv'd. 
Fame  fays,  the  goddefs  dragged  the  laughing  maid  55 
Faft  by  the  hair ;  in  vain  her  force  effay'd 
Her  groveling  body  from  the  ground  to  rear ; 
Chang'd  to  fore-feet  her  fhrinking  arms  appear  ; 
Her  hairy  back  her  former  hue  retains, 
The  form  alone  is  loft  ;  her  ftrength  remains  ;  60 

Who,  fmce  the  he  did  from  her  mouth  proceed. 
Shall  from  her  pregnant  mouth  bring  forth  her  breed ; 
Nor  fhall  fhe  quit  her  long-frequented  home. 
But  haunt  thofe  houfes  where  fhe  lovM  to  roam. 
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STORY       OP       lOLAUS 
RESTORED     TO     YOUTH. 

ARGUMENT. 

lole  having  related  the  fable  of  her  filler  Dr}'ope,  who 
was  changed  into  a  tree  for  violating  the  bloffoms 
of  the  plant  Lotis  (once  a  nymph)  ;  while  fhe  is 
difcourfing  on  thefe  matters  with  Alcmena,  Ihe  finds 
new  matter  of  wonder,  in  the  fudden  change  of 
lolaiis  to  a  youth. 


"TlIT  H  I  L  E  lole  the  fatal  change  declares, 

Alcmena's  pitying  hand  oft'  wip'd  her  tears 
Grief  too  ftream'd  down  her  cheeks;  foon  forrow  flies, 
And  riling  joy  the  trickling  moifture  dries  : 
Lo  lolaiis  (lands  before  their  eyes.  5 

A  youth  he  (lood ;  and  the  foft  down  began 
O'er  his  fmooth  chin  to  fpread,  and  promife  man. 
Hebe  fubmitted  to  her  hufhand's  prayers, 
InftiPd  new  vigour,  and  reilor'd  his  years. 
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n^T  O  W  from  her  lips  a  folemn  oath  had  pafs'dj 

-*-  ^    That  lolaiis  the  gift  alone  fhould  tafte, 

Had  not  juft  Themis  thus  maturely  faid 

(Which  check'd  her  vow,  and  aw'd  the  blooming  maid): 

Thebes  is  embroil'd  in  war.     Capaneus  ftrnds  5 

Invincible  ;  but  by  the  thunderer's  hands 

Ambition  (liall  the  guilty  *  brothers  fire, 

Both  rufh  to  mutual  wounds,  and  both  expire. 

The  reeling  earth  fhall  ope  her  gloomy  womb, 

Where  the  f  yet  breathing  bard  fhall  find  his  tomb.— 

The  X  fo"  fl^all  bathe  his  hands  in  parent's  blood, 

And  in  one  aft  be  both  unjuil  and  good. 

Of  home  and  fenfe  depriv'd,  where'er  he  flies, 

The  furies  and  his  mother's  ghoft  he  fpies. 

His  wife  the  fatal  bracelet  fhall  implore,  15 

And  Phegeus  ftain  his  fword  in  kindred  gore. 

Callirhoe  fhall  then  with  fuppliant  prayer 

Prevail  on  Jupiter's  relenting  ear. 

Jove  fhall  v/ith  youth  her  infant  fons  infpire, 

And  bid  their  bofoms  glow  with  manly  fire.  20. 

*  Etedclcs  and  Polynices. 
+  Amphiaraus. 
I  Alcmaeon. 
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^TX7 HEN Tliemisthus  with prefclentvoicehadfpokc 

^  ^     'Among  the  gods  a  various  murmur  broke  ; 
Diflenfion  rofe  in  each  immortal  breaft. 
That  one  fhould  grant  what  was  deny'd  the  reft. 
Aurora  for^her  aged  fpoufc  complains,  5 

And  Ceres  grieves  for  Jafon's  freezing  veins  ; 
Vulcan  would  Erichthonius'  years  renew  ; 
Her  future  race  the  care  of  Venus  drew. 
She  would  Anchifcii*  blooming  age  reflore  ; 
A  diifercnt  care  employ 'd  each  heavenly  power.        19 
Thus  various  interefts  did  their  jars  increafe, 
Till  Jove  arofe  ; — he  fpoke,  their  tumults  ceafe, 

— Is  any  reverence  to  our  prefence  given  ? 
Then  why  this  difcord  'mong  the  powers  of  heaven  ? 
Who  can  the  fettled  will  of  Fate  fubdue  i  1 5 

'Twas  by  the  Fates  that  lolaiis  knew 
A  fecond  youth.     The  Fates*  dfetcrminM  doom 
Shall  give  Callirhoe's  race  a  youthful  bloom. 
Arms  nor  ambition  can  this  power  obtain  : 
Quell  your  defires  ;  even  Me  the  Fates  reflrain.         20 
Could  I  their  will  control,  no  rolling  years 
Had  -^acus  bent  down  with  filver  hairs  ; 
Then  Rhadamanthus  ftill  had  youth  pofTcfs'd, 
And  Minos  with  eternal  bloom  been  blefs'd. 

Vol.  XXXVI.  Z  ^        Jove', 
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Jove's  words  the  fynod  mov'd;  the  powers  give  o*cr,- 
And  urge  in  vain  unjuil  complaint  no  more. 
Since  Rhadamanthus'  veins  now  flowly  flow'd, 
And  ^acus  and  Minos  bore  the  load ; 
Minos,  who,  in  the  flower  of  youth  and  fame. 
Made  mighty  nations  tremble  at  his  name,  30 

Infirm  with  age,  the  proud  Miletus  fears, 
Vain  of  his  birth,  and  in  the  llrength  of  years  ; 
And  now,  regarding  all  his  realms  as  loft. 
He  durft  not  force  him  from  his  native  coaft. 
But  you  by  choice,  Miletus,  fled  his  reign,  35 

And  your  fwift  vefTel  plow'd  th'  jEgean  main  ; 
On  Afiatic  fliores  a  town  you  frame. 
Which  ftill  is  honoured  with  the  founder's  name. 
Here  you  Cyanee  knew,  the  beauteous  maid, 
As  on  her  father's  winding  banks  fhe  ftray'd  :  40 

Caunus  and  Byblis  hence  their  lineage  trace, 
The  double  oiFspring  of  your  warm  embrace* 
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STORY       OF       ARACHNE. 


From   the   beginning  of   tlic    Sixth    Book   of  OviD'S 

MeI  AMORPHOSES. 


ARGUMENT. 

Pallas,  vlfiting  the  Miifcs  on  their  hill  to  fee  the  foun- 
tain Hippocrene,  is  by  them  informed  how  the 
Pieridcs  were  changed  into  chattering  pies  for  rival- 
ing the  nine  fillers  in  fong. — This  llimulating  the 
Goddefs  to  take  vengeance  on  Arachne,  the  daughter 
of  Idmon,  who  defied  her  in  her  own  art,  gives  rife 
to  the  following  ftory. 

P  A  L  L  A  S,  attentive,  heard  the  Mufes'  fong, 
■^     Pleas'd  that  fo  well  they  had  reveng'd  their  wrong  : 
Reflcfting  thus, — A  vulgar  foul  can  praife, 
My  fame  let  glorious  emulation  raife : 
Swift  vengeance  fhall  purfue  th*  audacious  pride         5 
That  dares  my  facred  Deity  deride  : 
Revenge  the  Goddefs  in  her  breaft  revolves ; 
And  ftraight  the  bold  Arachne's  fate  refolves  ; 
Her  haughty  mind  to  Heaven  difdainM  to  bend, 
Aad  dviril  with  Pallas  in  her  art  contend.  im 
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No  famous  town  fhe  boafts,  or  noble  name  ; 
But  to  her  f]<:ilful  hand  owes  all  her  fame  ; 
Idmon  her  father  on  his  trade  rely'd, 
And  thirfly  wool  in  purple  juices  dy'd  ; 
Her  mother,  whom  the  fhades  of  death  confine,        I J 
Was,  hke  her  hufband,  born  of  vulgar  line. 
At  fmall  Hypsepe  though  flie  did  refide, 
Yet  induftry  proclaim'd  what  birth  deny'd  : 
All  Lydia  to  her  name  due  honour  pays. 
And  every  city  fpeaks  Arachne's  praife.  IQ 

Nymphs  of  Timolus  quit  their  fliady  woods. 
Nymphs  of  Padlolus  leave  their  golden  floods, 
And  oft'  with  pleafure  round  her  gazing  ftand, 
Admire  her  work,  and  praife  her  artful  hand  : 
They  vievv'd  each  motion,  with  new  wonder  feiz'd ;    2^ 
More  than  the  work  her  graceful  manner  pleas'd. 
Whether  raw  wool  in  its  firft  orbs  fhe  wound, 
Or  with  fvvift  fingers  twirl'd  the  fpindle  round  ; 
Whether  Hie  pick'd  with  care  the  knotty  piece. 
Or  comb'd  like  llreaky  clouds  the  ftretching  fleece  ;    30 
Whether  her  needle  play'd  the  pencil's  part ; 
'Twas  plain  from  Pallas  fhe  deriv'd  her  art. 
But  fhe,  unable  to  fullain  her  pride. 
The  very  miftrefs  of  her  art  defy'd. — 
Pallas  obfcures  her  bright  coeleflial  grace,  35 

And  takes  an  old  decrepit  beldame's  face. 
Her  head  is  fcatter'd  o'er  with  filver  hairs, 
Which  feems  to  bend  beneath  a  load  of  years. 
Her  trembling  hand,  embofs'd  with  livid  veins, 
On  trufty  flaff  her  feeble  limbs  fullains.  40 

She 
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She  thus  accofts  the  nymph  :  "  Be  timely  wife,    ^ 
**  Do  not  the  wholefome  words  of  age  defpifc,  i- 

*'  For  in  the  hoary  head  experience  hes  :  J 

*'  On  earth  contend  tlie  grcatell  name  to  gain  ; 
*'  To  Pallas  yield  ; — with  Heaven  you  ftrive  in  vain." 
Contempt  contrads  her  brow,  her  paflions  rife, 
Wrath  and  difdain  inflame  her  rolling  eyes  ; 
At  once  the  tangling  thread  away  fhe  throws, 
And  fcarce  can  curb  her  threatening  hands  from  blows. 
*'  Worn-out  with  age,  and  by  difeafe  dechn'd,  ^cd 

**  (She  cries)  thy  carcafe  has  furviv'd  thy  mind  ; 
"  Thefe  ledlures  might  thy  fervile  daughters  move, 
"  And  wary  do6lrines  forthy  nieces  prove  : 
"  My  counfel  's  from  myfelf,  my  will  commands, 
**  And  my  firfl  refolution  always  Hands  :  j 5 

**  Let  her  contend  ;  or  does  her  fear  impart 
**  That  conqueft  waits  on  my  fuperior  art  f" 

The  Goddefs  flraight  throws  off  her  old  difguife, 
And  heavenly  beauty  fparklts  in  her  eyes, 
A  youthful  bloom  fills  up  each  wTinkled  trace,  60 

And  Pallas  fmiles  with  every  wonted  grace. 
The  nymphs,  furprisM,  the  Deity  adore, 
And  Lydian  dames  confefs  her  matchlefs  power ; 
The  rival  maid  alone  unmov'd  remains, 
Yet  a  fwift  blufh  her  guilty  feature  ilains  ;  6? 

In  her  unwilling  cheek  the  crimfon  glows, 
And  her  check'd  pride  a  fhort  confulicn  knows. 
So  when  Aurora  firft  unveils  her  eyes, 
A  purple  dawn  invefts  the  bluiliing  flcies ; 
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But  foon  bright  Phoebus  gains  th'  horizon's  height,    'jer 
And  gilds  the  hemifphere  with  fpreading  h'ght. 

Defire  of  conqueft  fways  the  giddy  maid, 
To  certain  ruin  by  vain  hopes  betrayM : 
The  Goddefs  with  her  ftubborn  will  comply M, 
And  deign'd  by  trial  to  convince  her  pride.  75 

Both  take  their  ftations,  and  the  piece  prepare, 
And  order  every  (lender  thread  with  care. 
The  web  inwraps  the  beam  ;  the  reed  divides, 
While  through  the  widening  fpace  the  fiiuttle  glides, 
Which  their  fwift  hands  receive ;  then,  pois'd  with  lead. 
The  fwinging  weight  ftrikes  clofe  th'  inferted  thread. 
They  gird  their  flowing  garments  round  the  waift, 
And  ply  their  feet  and  arms  with  dext'rous  hafte. 
Here  each  inweaves  the  rieheil  Tyrian  dye, 
There  fainter  fhades  in  foften'd  order  lie  ;  Sj? 

Such  various  mixtures  in  the  texture  fhine, 
Set-off  the  work,  and  brighten  each  defign. 
As  when  the  fun  his  piercing  rays  extends. 
When  from  thin  clouds  fome  drifling  fliower  defcends, 
We  fee  the  fpacious  humid  arch  appear,  90 

Whofe  tranfient  colours  paint  the  fplendid  air : 
By  fuch  degrees  the  deepening  fhadows  rife 
As  pleafmgly  deceive  our  dazzled  eyes  ; 
And  though  the  fame  th'  adjoining  colour  fecms, 
Yet  hues  of  different  natures  dye  th'  extremes.  95 

Here  heightening  gold  they  'midft  the  woof  difpofe. 
And  in  the  web  this  antique  ftory  rofe. 

Pallas  the  lofty  mount  of  Mars  defigns, 
Coeleilial  judgment  guides  th'  unerring  hnes ; 

Here, 
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Here,  in  juft  view,  th'  Athenian  ftruftures  ftand,  loc 

And  there  the  gods  contend  to  name  the  land ; 

Twelve  deities  fhe  frames  with  ftately  mien, 

And  in  the  midil  fiiperior  Jove  is  feen  ; 

A  glowing  warmth  tlie  blended  colours  give, 

The  figures  in  the  pi6lure  feem  to  live.  tc^ 

Heaven's  thundering  monarch  fits  with  aweful  grace, 

And  dread  omnipotence  imprints  his  face  : 

There  Neptune  Hood,  difdainfully  he  frown'd. 

And  with  his  trident  fmote  the  trembling  ground  ; 

The  parting  rocks  a  fpacious  chafm  difclofe,  no 

From  whence  a  fiery,  prancing  fteed  arofe  ; 

And  on  that  ufcful  gift  he  founds  his  claim. 

To  grace  the  city  with  his  honour'd  name. 

See  her  own  figure  next  with  martial  air, 

A  fhining  helmet  decks  her  flowing  hair ;  II5 

Her  thoughtful  breaft  her  well-pois'd  fliield  defends, 

And  her  bare  arm  a  glittering  fpear  extends. 

With  which  (he  wounds  the  plain  ;  from  thence  arofc 

A  fpreading  tree  ;  green  olives  load  the  boughs. 

The  powers  her  gift  behold  wi^h  wondering  eyes,  129 

And  to  the  Goddefs  give  the  rightful  prize. 

Such  mercy  checks  her  wrath,  that,  to  difiuadt 
By  others  fate  the  too  prefumptuous  maid, 
With  miniatures  fiie  fills  each  corner  fpace, 
To  curb  her  pride,  and  fave  her  from  difgrace.        11  ^ 

Hasmus  and  Rhodope  in  this  fhe  wrought. 
The  beauteous  colours  fpoke  her  lively  thought ; 
With  arrogance  and  fierce  ambition  fir'd. 
They  to  the  facred  names  of  gods  afpir'd  ; 
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To  mountains  changed,  their  lofty  heads  arife,         130 
And  lofe  their  lefTenlng  fummits  In  the  fides. 

Ii^  that,  In  all  the  ftrength  of  art  was  feen 
The  wretched  fate  of  the  Pygmasan  queen ; 
Juno,  enraged,  refents  th'  audacious  aim, 
And  to  a  crane  transforms  the  vanqulfh'd  dame ;     135 
In  that  voracious  Ihape  fhe  illll  appears, 
And  plagues  her  people  with  perpetual  wars. 

In  this,  Antigone  for  beauty  llrove 
With  the  bright  confort  of  imperial  Jove  : 
Juno,  incens'd,  her  royal  power  difplay'd,  140 

And  to  a  bird  converts  the  haughty  maid. 
Laomedon  his  daughter's  fate  bewails. 
Nor  his,  nor  Illon's  fervent  prayer  prevails. 
But  on  her  lovely  fkin  white  feathers  rife  ; 
Chang'd  to  a  clamorous  llork,  flie  mounts  the  flcles.  1 45 

In  the  remaining  orb,  the  heavenly  maid 
The  tale  of  childlefs  Cynaras  difplay'd  ; 
A  fettled  angulfh  in  his  look  appears, 
And  from  his  bloodfhot  eyes  flow  dreams  of  tears  ; 
On  the  cold  ground,  no  more  a  father,  thrown,       130 
He  for  his  daughters  clafp'd  the  polifh'd  Hone. 
And,  when  he  fought  to  hold  their  wonted  charms, 
The  terriple's  fteps  decciv'd  his  eager  arms. 
Wreaths  of  green  olive  round  the  border  twine, 
And  her  own  tree  inclofes  the  defign.  155 

Arachne  paints  th'  amours  of  mighty  Jove, 
How  In  a  bull  the  God  difguis'd  his  love ; 
A  real  bull  feems  in  the  piece  to  roar. 
And  real  billows  breaking  on  the  fiiore  : 

In 
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In  fair  Europa's  face  appears  furprife,  160 

To  the  retreating  land  fhe  turns  her  eyes, 

And  feems  to  call  her  maids,  who  wondering  flood, 

And  with  her  tears  increas'd  the  briny  flood 

Her  trembling  feet  fhe  by  contradion  faves 

From  the  rude  infult  of  the  rifing  waves.  165 

Here  amorous  Jove  diffolving  Laeda  trod. 
And  in  the  vigorous  fwan  conceal'd  the  god. 
l^ove  lends  him  now  an  eagle's  new  difguife. 
Beneath  his  fluttering  wings  Alleria  lies, 
Th'  enlivening  colours  here  with  force  exprefs'd      1 70 
How  Jove  the  fair  Antiope  carefs'd. 
In  a  flrong  fatyr's  mufcled  form  he  came, 
Inftilling  love  tranfports  the  glowing  dame, 
And  \ui\y  twins  reward  his  nervous  flame. 
Here  how  he  footh'd  the  bright  Alcmena's  love,    175 
Who  for  AmphItr)'on  took  th'  impoftor  Jove  ; 
And  how  the  God  in  golden  fliower  allur'd 
The  guarded  nymph,  in  brazen  walls  immur'd : 
How,  in  a  fvvain,  Mnemofyne  he  charms  ; 
How  lambent  flame  the  fair  JEg'inB.  warms:  180 

And  how  with  various  glittering  hues  inlaid 
In  ferpent's  form  Deois  he  betray'd. 
Here  you,  great  Neptune,  with  a  fhort-liv'd  flame 
In  a  young  bull  enjoy  th'  JEoYian  dame. 
Then  in  Enipeus'  fliape  intrigues  purfue  :  185 

'Tis  thus  th'  Aloids  boait  defcent  from  you. 
Here  to  Bifaltis  was  thy  love  convey'd. 
When  a  rough  ram  deceiv'd  the  yielding  maid. 

Ceres, 
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Ceres,  kind  mother  of  the  bounteous  year, 
Whofe  golden  locks  a  fheafy  garland  bear;  19* 

And  the  dread  dame,  with  hiffing  ferpents  hung, 
(From  whom  the  Pegafasan  courfer  fprung) 
Thee  in  a  fnuffling  ftallion's  form  enjoy, 
Exhauil  thy  ftrength,  and  every  nerve  employ  ; 
Melantho  as  a  dolphin  you  betray,  195 

And  fport  in  pleafures  on  the  rolling  fea : 
Such  juft  proportion  graces  every  part. 
Nature  herfelf  appears  improv'd  by  art. 
Here  in  difguife  was  mighty  Phoebus  feen, 
With  clownifh  afpeA,  and  a  ruftic  mien  ;  200 

Again  transform'd,  he's  drefs'd  in  falcon's  plumes. 
And  now  the  lion's  noble  fhape  affames  ; 
Now,  in  a  fliepherd's  form,  with  treacherous  fmiies 
He  Macareian  IfTe's  heart  beguiles. 
Here  his  plump  fhape  enamour'd  Bacchus  leaves,      205 
And  in  the  grape  Erigone  deceives. 
There  Saturn,  in  a  neighing  horfe,  fhe  wove, 
And  Chiron's  double  form  rewards  his  love, 
Feftoons  of  flowers,  inwove  with  ivy,  fhine, 
Border  the  wondrous  piece,  androundthe  texture  twinc. 

Not  Pallas,  nor  ev'n  fpleen  itfelf,  could  blame 
The  wondrous  work  of  the  Mseonian  dame  ; 
With  grief  her  vafl  fuccefs  the  Goddefs  bore, 
And  of  coeleftial  crimes  the  ftory  tore. 
Her  boxen  fliuttle  now,  enrag'd,  fhe  took,  215 

And  thrice  the  proud  Idmonian  artlft  ftruck  : 
Th'  unhappy  maid,  to  fee  her  labours  vain. 
Grew  refolute  with  pride,  and  iliamc,  and  pain  : 

6  Around 


TRANSLATIONS.  347 

Around  her  neck  a  fatal  noofe  flie  ty'd. 

And  fought  by  fudden  death  her  guilt  to  hide.       22a 

Pallas  with  pity  faw  the  defperate  deed. 

And  thus  the  virgin's  milder  fate  decreed  : 

*'  Live,  impious  rival,  mindful  of  thy  crime, 

*'  Sufpended  thus  to  wafte  thy  future  time  ; 

*'  Thy  punifliment  involves  thy  numerous  race,       225 

•*  Who  for  thy  fault  fhall  fliare  in  thy  difgracc. 

Her  incantation  magic  juices  aid, 

With  fprinkling  drops  (he  bath'd  the  pendent  maidj 

And  thus  the  charm  its  noxious  power  difplay' 

Like  leaves  in  autumn  drop  her  falling  hairs,  230 

With  thefe  her  nofe,  and  next  her  rihng  ears. 

Her  head  to  the  minuteft  fubftance  (hrunk. 

The  potent  juice  contrails  her  changing  trunk  ; 

Clofe  to  her  fides  her  flender  fingers  clung. 

There  chang'd  to  nimble  feet  in  order  hung ;  235 

Her  bloated  belly  fwells  to  larger  fizc, 

Which  now  with  fmalleft  threads  her  work  fuppliesj 

The  Virgin  in  the  Spider  Hill  remains  ; 

And  in  that  fhape  her  former  art  retains. 
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